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Chrysothemis, Laodice, and Iphianassa, let him take the 
one of his choice, freely and without gifts of wooing, to 
the house of Peleus; I will add such dower to boot as no 147 
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148 man ever yet gave his daughter, and will give him seven 
well-established cities, Cardamyle, Enope, and Hire, where 
there is grass ; holy Pheræ and the rich meadows of Anthea; 
Æpea also, and the vine-clad slopes of Pedasus, all near the 
sea, and on the borders of sandy Pylos. The men that dwell 
there are. rich in cattle and sheep; they will honour him 
with gifts as though he were a god, and be ohedient to his 
comfortable ordinances. All this will I do if he will now 
forgo his anger. Let him then yield—it is only Hades 
who is utterly ruthless and unyielding—and hence he is of 
all gods the one most hateful to mankind. Moreover I am 
older and more royal than himself. Therefore, let him 
now obey me.” 

163 Then Nestor answered, ‘‘ Most noble son of Atreus, king 
of men, Agamemnon. The gifts you offer are no small 
ones, let us then send chosen messengers, who may go to 
the tent of Achilles son of Peleus without delay. Let 
those go whom I shall name. Let Phoenix, dear to Jove, 
lead the way; let Ajax and Ulysses follow, and let the 
heralds Odius and Eurybates go with them. Now bring 
water for our hands, and bid all keep silence while we pray 
to Jove the son of Saturn, if so be that he may have mercy 
upon us.” 

172. Thus did he speak, and his saying pleased them well. 

-Men-servants poured water over the hands of the guests, 
while pages filled the mixing-bowls with wine and water, 
and handed it round after giving every man his drink- 
offering ; then, when they had made their offerings, and 
had drunk each as much as he was minded, the envoys 
set out from the tent of Agamemnon son of Atreus; and 
Nestor, looking first to one and then to another, but most 
especially at Ulysses, was instant with them that they 
should prevail with the noble son of Peleus. 

182 They went their way by the shore of the sounding sea, 
and prayed earnestly to earth-encircling Neptune that the 
high spirit of the son of Æacus might incline favourably 

185 towards them. When they reached the ships and tents of 
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the Myrmidons, they found Achilles playing on a lyre, fair, 186 
of cunning workmanship, and its cross-bar was of silver. 
It was part of the spoils which he had taken when he 
sacked the city of Hction, and he was now diverting him- 
self with it and singing the feats of heroes. He was alone 
with Patroclus, who sat opposite to him and said nothing, 
waiting till he should cease singing. Ulysses and Ajax 
now came in—Ulysses leading the way—and stood before 
him. Achilles sprang from his seat with the lyre still in 
his hand, and Patroclus, when he saw the strangers, rose 
also. Achilles then greeted them saying, “ All hail and 
welcome— you must come upon some great matter, you, who 
for all my anger are still dearest to me of the Achzans.” 

With this he led them forward, and bade them sit on 199 
seats covered with purple rugs; then he said to Patroclus 
who was close by him, ‘‘Son of Mencetius, set a larger bow] 
upon the table, mix less water with the wine, and give 
every man his cup, for these are very dear friends, who are 
now under my roof.” 

Patroclus did as his comrade bade him; he set the 205 
chopping-block in front of the fire, and on it he laid the 
loin of a sheep, the loin also of a goat, and the chine of a 
fat hog. Automedon held the meat while Achilles chopped 
it; he then sliced the pieces and put them on spits while 
the son of Mencetins made the fire burn high. When the 
flame had died down, he spread the embers, laid the spits 
on top of them, lifting them up and setting them upon the 
spit-racks ; and he sprinkled them with salt. When the 
meat was roasted, he set it on platters, and handed bread 
round the table in fair baskets, while Achilles dealt them 
their portions. Then Achilles took his seat facing Ulysses 
against the opposite wall, and bade his comrade Patroclus 
offer sacrifice to the gods; so he cast the offerings into the 
fire, and they laid their hands upon the good things that 
were before them. As soon as they had had enongh to eat 
and drink, Ajax made a sign to Phenix, and when he saw 
this, Ulysses filled his cup with wine and pledged Achilles. 294 
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225 “Hail,” said he, “Achilles, we have had no scant of 
good cheer, neither in the tent of Agamemnon, nor yet 
here; there has been plenty to eat and drink, but our 
thought turns upon no such matter. Sir, we are in the 
face of great disaster, and without your help know not 
whether we shall save our fleet or lose it. The Trojans 
and their allies have camped hard by our ships and by the 
wall; they have lit watchfires throughout their host and 
deem that nothing can now prevent them from falling on 
our fleet. Jove, moreover, has sent his lightnings on their 
right; Hector, in all his glory, rages like a maniac; con- 
fident that Jove is with him he fears neither god nor man, 
but is gone raving mad, and prays for the approach of day, 
He vows that he will hew the high sterns of our ships 
in pieces, set fire to their hulls, and make havoc of the 
Acheans while they are dazed and smothered in smoke; I 
much fear that heaven will make good his boasting, and it 
will prove our lot to perish at Troy far from our home in 
Argos. Up, then, and late though it be, save the sons of 
the Achæans who faint before the fury of the Trojans. 
You will repent bitterly hereafter if you do not, for when 
the harm is done there will be no curing it; consider ere 
it be too late, and save the Danaans from destruction. 

252 ‘“*My good friend, when your father Peleus sent you 
from Phthia.to Agamemnon, did he not charge you saying, 
‘Son, Minerva and Juno will make you strong if they 
choose, but check your high temper, for the better part is 
in goodwill, Hschew vain quarrelling, and the Achzans 
old and young will respect you more for doing so.’ These 
were his words, but you have forgotten them. Even now, 
however, be appeased, and put away your anger from you. 
Agamemnon will make you great amends if you will forgive 
him; listen, and I will tell you what he has said in his 
tent that he will give you. He will give you seven tripods 
that have never yet been on the fire, and ten talents of 
gold; twenty iron cauldrons, and twelve strong horses 

966 that have won races and carried off prizes. Rich indeed 
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both in land and gold is he who has as many prizes as 268 
these horses have won for Agamemnon. Moreover he 
will give you seven excellent workwomen, Lesbians, whom 
he chose for himself, when you took Leshos—all of sur- 
passing beauty. He will give you these, and with them her 
whom he erewhile took from you, the daughter of Briseus, 
(and he will swear a great oath, he has never gone up into 
her couch nor been with her after the manner of men and 
women.) All these things will he give you now down, and 
if hereafter the gods vouchsafe him to sack the city of 
Priam, you can come when we Acheans are dividing the 
spoil, and load your ship with gold and bronze to your 
liking. You can take twenty Trojan women, the loveliest 
after Helen herself. Then, when we reach Achexan Argos, 
wealthiest of all lands, you shall be his son-in-law, and he 
will show you like honour with his own dear son Orestes, 
who is being nurtured in all abundance. Agamemnon has 
three daughters, Chrysothemis, Laodice, and Iphianassa ; 
you may take the one of your choice, freely and without 
gifts of wooing, to the house of Peleus; he will add such 
dower to boot as no man ever yet gave his daughter, and 
will give you seven well-established cities, Cardamyle, 
Enope, and Hire where there is grass; holy Phere and 
the rich meadows of Anthea; Aipea also, and the vine-clad 
slopes of Pedasus, all near the sea, and on the borders of 
sandy Pylos. The men that dwell there are rich in cattle 
and sheep; they will honour you with gifts as though you 
were a god, and be obedient to your comfortable ordinances, 
All this will he do if you will now forgo your anger. 
Moreover, though you hate both him and his gifts with all 
your heart, yet pity the rest of the Achwans who are being 
harassed in all their host; they will honour you as a god, 
and you will earn great glory at their hands. You might 
even kill Hector ; he will come within your reach, for he 
is infatuated, and declares that not a Danaan whom the 
ships have brought can hold his own against him.” 
Achilles answered, “ Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, I 307 


309 


334 
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should give you formal notice plainly and in all fixity of 
purpose that there be no more of this cajoling, from what- 
soever quarter it may come. Him do I hate even as the 
gates of hell who says one thing while he hides another 
in his heart; therefore I will say what I mean. Iwill be 
appeased neither by Agamemnon son of Atreus nor by 
any other of the Danaans, for I see that I have no thanks 
for all my fighting. He that fights fares no better than 
he that does not; coward and hero are held in equal 
honour, and death deals like measure to him who works 
and him who is idle. I have taken nothing by all my 
hardships—with my life ever in my hand; as a bird when 
she has found a morsel takes it to her nestlings, and her- 
self fares hardly, even so many a long night have I been 
wakeful, and many a bloody battle have I waged by day 
against those who were fighting for their women. With 
my ships I have taken twelve cities, and eleven round 
about Troy have I stormed with my men by land; I took 
great store of wealth from every one of them, but I gave 
all up to Agamemnon son of Atreus. He stayed where he 
was by his ships, yet of what came to him he gave little, 
and kept much himself. 

‘“ Nevertheless he did distribute some meeds of honour 
among the chieftains and kings, and these have them still; 
from me alone of the Achæans did he take the woman in 
whom I delighted—let him keep her and sleep with her. 
Why, pray, must the Argives needs fight the Trojans! 
What made the son of Atreus gather the host and bring 
them? Was it not for the sake of Helen? Are the sons 
of Atreus the only men in the world who love their wives! 
Any man of common right feeling will love and cherish 
her who is his own, as I this woman, with my whole 
heart, though she was but a fruitling of my spear. 
Agamemnon has taken her from me; he has played me 
false; I know him; let him tempt me no further, for he 
shall not move me. Let him look to you, Ulysses, and ta 


347 the other princes to save his ships from burning. He has 
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done much without me already. He has built a wall ; he 
has dug a trench deep and wide all round it, and he has 
planted it within with stakes; but even so he stays not 
the murderous might of Hector. So long as I fought 
among the Achzans Hector suffered not the battle to 
range far from the city walls; he would come to the 
Scan gates and to the oak tree, but no further. Once 
he stayed to meet me—and hardly did he escape my 
onset: now, however, since I am in no mood to fight 
him, I will to-morrow offer sacrifice to Jove and to all 
the gods; I will draw my ships into the water and then 
victual them duly; to-morrow morning, if you care to 
look, you will see my ships on the Hellespont, and my 
men rowing out to sea with might and main. If great 
Neptune vouchsafes me a fair passage, in three days I 
shall he in Phthia. I have much there that I left behind 
me when I came here to my sorrow, and I shall bring back 
still further store of gold, of red copper, of fair women, 
and of iron, my share of the spoils that we have taken; 
but one prize, he who gave has insolently taken away. 
Tell him all as I now bid you, and tell him in public that 
the Achzans may hate him and beware of him should he 
think that he can yet dupe others—for his effrontery 
never fails him. 

“As for me, hound that he is, he dares not look me 
in the face. I will take no counsel with him, and will 
undertake nothing in common with him. He has wronged 
me and deceived me enough, he shall not cozen me further; 
let him go his own way, for Jove has robbed him of his 
reason. I loathe his presents, and for himself care not 
one straw. He may offer me ten or even twenty times 
what he has now done, nay—not though it be all that he 
has in the world, both now or ever shall have; he may 
promise me the wealth of Orchomenus or of Egyptian 
Thebes, which is the richest city in the whole world, for 
it has a hundred gates through each of which two hundred 


312 


men may drive at once with their chariots and horses; he 384 
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385 may offer me gifts as the sands of the sea or the dust of 
the plain in multitude, but even so he shall not move me 
till I have been revenged in full for the bitter wrong he 
has done me, I will not marry his daughter; she may 
be fair as Venus, and skilful as Minerva, but I will have 
none of her: let another take her, who may be a good 
match for her and who rules a larger kingdom. If the 
gods spare me to return home, Peleus will find me a 
wife; there are Achezan women in Hellas and Phthia, 
daughters of kings that have cities under them ; of these 
I can take whom I will and marry her. Many a time 
was I minded when at home in Phthia to woo and wed a 
woman who would make me a suitable wife, and to enjoy 
the riches of my old father Peleus. My life is more to me 
than all the wealth of Ilius while it was yet at peace 
before the Achzans went there, or than all the treasure 
that lies on the stone floor of Apollo’s temple beneath the 
cliffs of Pytho. Cattle and sheep are to be had for harry- 
ing, and a man may buy both tripods and horses if he 
wants them, but when his life has once left him it can 
neither he bought nor harried back again. 

410 “My mother Thetis tells me that there are two ways in 
which I may meet my end. If I stay here and fight, I 
shall not return alive but my name will live for ever: 
whereas if I go home my name will die, hut it will be long 
ere death shall take me. To the rest of you, then, I say, 
‘Go home, for you will not take Ilius.’ Jove has held his 
hand over her to protect her, and her people have taken 
heart. Go, therefore, as in duty bound, and tell the 
princes of the Achzans the message that I have sent them ; 
tell them to find some other plan for the saving of their 
ships and people, for so long as my displeasure lasts the 
one that they have now hit upon may not be. As for 
Pheenix, let him sleep here that he may sail with me in 
the morning if he so will. But I will not take him by 
force.” 

430 They all held their peace, dismayed at the sternness with. 
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which he had denied them, till presently the old knight 432 
Phænix in his great fear for the ships of the Achæans, 
burst into tears and said, ‘‘ Noble Achilles, if you are now 
minded to return, and in the fierceness of your anger will 
do nothing to save the ships from burning, how, my son, 
can I remain here without you?! Your father Peleus bade 
me go with you when he:sent you as a mere lad from 
Phthia to Agamemnon. You knew nothing neither of 
war nor of the arts whereby men make their mark in 
council, and he sent me with you to train you in all 
excellence of speech and action. Therefore, my son, I 
will not stay here without you—no, not though heaven 
itself vouchsafe to strip my years from off me, and make 
me young as | was when I first left Hellas the land of 
fair women. I was then flying the anger of my father 
Amyntor, son of Ormenus, who was furious with me in 
the matter of his concubine, of whom he was enamoured 
to the wronging of his wife my mother. My mother, 
therefore, prayed me without ceasing to lie with the 
woman myself, that so she might hate my father, and in 
the course of time I yielded. But my father soon came 
to know, and cursed me bitterly, calling the dread Erinyes 
to witness. He prayed that no son of mine might ever 
sit upon my knees—and the gods, Jove of the world below 
and awful Proserpine, fulfilled his curse. I took counsel 
to kill him, but some god stayed my rashness and bade me 
think on men’s evil tongues and how I should be branded 
as the murderer of my father: nevertheless I could not 
bear to stay ih my father’s house with him so bitter 
against me. My cousins and clansmen came about me, and 
pressed me sorely to remain; many a sheep and many an ox 
did they slaughter, and many a fat hog did they set down 
to roast before the fire; many a Jar, too, did they broach 
of my father’s wine. Nine whole nights did they set a 
guard over me taking it in turns to watch, and they kept 
a fire always burning, both in the cloister of the outer 
court and in the inner court at the doors of the room 473 
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474 wherein I lay; but when the darkness of the tenth night 
came, I broke through the closed doors of my room, and 
climbed the wall of the outer court after passing quickly 
and unperceived through the men on guard and the women 
servants. I then fled through Hellas till I came to fertile 
Phthia, mother of sheep, and to King Peleus, who made 
me welcome and treated me as a father treats an only son 
who will be heir to all his wealth. He made me rich and 
set me over much people, establishing me on the borders 
of Phthia where I was chief ruler over the Dolopians. 

485 “It was I, Achilles, who had the making of you; I 
loved you with all my heart: for you would eat neither at 
home nor when you had gone out elsewhere, till I had first 
set you upon my knees, cut up the dainty morsel that you 
were to eat, and held the wine-cup to your lips. Manya 
time have you slobbered your wine in bahy helplessness 
over my shirt; I had infinite trouble with you, but I knew 
that heaven had vouchsafed me no offspring of my own, 
and I made a son of you, Achilles, that in my hour of need 
you might protect me. Now, therefore, I say battle with 
your pride and beat it; cherish not your anger for ever; 
the might and majesty of heaven are more than ours, but 
even heaven may be appeased ; and if a man has sinned he 
prays the gods, and reconciles them to himself by his piteous 
cries and by frankincense, with drink-offerings and the 
savour of burnt sacrifice. For prayers are as daughters to 
great Jove; halt, wrinkled, with eyes askance, they follow 
in the footsteps of sin, who, being fierce and fleet of foot, 
leaves them far behind him, and ever baneful to mankind 
outstrips them even to the ends of the world ; but neverthe- 
less the prayers come hobbling and healing after. If a 
man has pity upon these daughters of Jove when they 
draw near him, they will bless him and hear him too when 
he is praying; but if he deny them and will not listen to 
them, they go to Jove the son of Saturn and pray that he 
may presently fall into sin—to his ruing bitterly hereafter. 

513 Therefore, Achilles, give these daughters of Jove due re- 
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verence, and how before them as all good men will how. 515 
Were not the son of Atreus offering you gifts and promis- 
ing others later—if he were still furious and implacahle— 
Iam not he that would bid you throw off your anger and 
help the Achzans, no matter how great their need; but he 
is giving much now, and more hereafter; he has sent his 
captains to urge his suit, and has chosen those who of all 
the Argives are most acceptable to you; make not then 
their words and their coming to be of. none effect. Your 
anger has been righteous so far. We have heard in song 
how heroes of old time quarrelled when they were roused 
to fury, but still they could be won by gifts, and fair words 
could soothe them. 

“I have an old story in my mind—a very old one—but 527 
you are all friends and I will tell it. The Curetes and the 
Æitolians were fighting and killing one another round 
Calydon—the Ætolians defending the city and the Curetes 
trying to destroy it. For Diana of the golden throne was 
angry and did them hurt hecause Œneus had not offered 
her his harvest first-fruits. The other gods had all been 
feasted with hecatombs, but to the daughter of great Jove 
alone he had made nọ sacrifice. He had forgotten her, or 
somehow or other it had escaped him, and this was a 
grievous sin. Thereon the archer goddess in her displea- 
sure sent a prodigious creature against him—a savage wild- 
_boar with great white tusks that did much harm to his 
orchard lands, uprooting apple-trees in full bloom and 
throwing them to the ground. But Meleager son of 
Gineus got huntsmen and hounds from many cities and 
killed it—for it was so monstrous that not a few were 
needed, and many a man did it stretch upon his funeral 
pyre. - On this the goddess set the Curetes and the Aitolians 
fighting furiously about the head and skin of the boar. 

“So long as Meleager was in the field things went badly 
with the Curetes, and for all their numbers they could not 
hold their ground under the city walls; but in the course 


of time Meleager was angered as even a wise man will 554 
K 
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555 sometimes be. He was incensed with his mother Althæa, 
and therefore stayed at home with his wedded wife ‘fair 
Cleopatra, who was daughter of Marpessa daughter of 
Euenus, and of Ides the strongest man then living. He it 
was who took his bow and faced King Apollo himself for 
fair Marpessa’s sake; her father and mother then named 
her Alcyone, because her mother had mourned with the 
plaintive strains of the halcyon-bird when Phebus Apollo 
had carried her off. Meleager, then, stayed at home with 
Cleopatra, nursing the anger which he felt by reason of his 
mother’s curses. His mother, grieving for the death of 
her brother, prayed the gods, and beat the earth with her 
hands, calling upon Hades and on awful Proserpine; she 
went down upon her knees and her bosom was wet with 
tears as she prayed that they would kill her son—and 
Erinys that walks in darkness and knows no ruth heard 
her from Erebus. 

573 ‘Then was heard the din of battle about the gates of 
Calydon, and the dull thump of the battering against 
their walls. hereon the elders of the Aitolians besought 
Meleager ; they sent the chiefest of their priests, and 
begged him to come out and help them, promising him 
a great reward. They bade him choose fifty plough-gates, 
the most fertile in the plain of Calydon, the one-half vine- 
yard and the other open plough-land. The old warrior 
(Eneus implored him, standing at the threshold of his 
room and beating the doors in supplication. His sisters 
and his mother herself besought him sore, but he the more 
refused them ; those of his comrades who were nearest and 
dearest to him also prayed him, but they could not move 
him till the foe was battering at the very doors of his 
chamber, and the Curetes had scaled the walls and were 
setting fire to the city. Then at last his sorrowing wife 
detailed the horrors that befall those whose city is taken ; 
she reminded him how the men are slain, and the city is 
given over to the flames, while the women and children are 

595 carried into captivity; when he heard all this, his heart 
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was touched, and he donned his armour to go forth. Thus 596 
of his own inward motion he saved the city of the Atolians ; 
but they now gave him nothing of those rich rewards that 
they had offered earlier, and though he saved the city he 
took nothing by it. Be not then, my son, thus minded ; 
let not heaven lure you into any such course. When the 
ships are burning it will be a harder matter to save them. 
Take the gifts, and go, for the Achzans will then honour 
you as a god; whereas if you fight without taking them, 
you may beat the battle back, but you will not be held in 
like honour.” 

And Achilles answered, “‘ Phoenix, old friend and father, 606 
I have no need of such honour. I have honour from Jove 
himself, which will abide with me at my ships while I have 
breath in my body, and my limbs are strong. I say further 
—and lay my saying to your heart—vex me no more with 
this weeping and lamentation, all in the cause of the son of 
Atreus. Love him so well, and you may lose the love I 
bear you. You ought to help me rather in troubling those 
that trouble me; be king as much as I am, and share like 
honour with myself; the others shall take my answer; 
stay bere yourself and sleep comfortably in your bed; at 
daybreak we will consider whether to remain or go.” 

On this he nodded quietly to Patroclus as a sign that he 620 
was to prepare a bed for Phcenix, and that the others should 
take their leave. Ajax son of Telamon then said, “ Ulysses, 
noble son of Laertes, let us be gone, for I see that our 
journey is vain. We must now take our answer, unwelcome 
though it be, to the Danaans who are waiting to receive it. 
Achilles is savage and remorseless; he is cruel, and cares 
nothing for the love his comrades lavished upon him more 
than on all the others. Heisimplacable—and yet if a man’s 
brother or son has been slain he will accept a fine by way 
of amends from him that killed him, and the wrong-doer 
having paid in full remains in peace among his own people ; 
but as for you, Achilles, the gods have put a wicked unfor- 
giving spirit in your heart, and this, all about one single 637 
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638 girl, whereas we now offer you the seven best we have, and 
much else into the bargain. Be then of a more gracious 
mind, respect the hospitality of your own roof. We are 
with you as messengers from the host of the Danaans, and 
would fain be held nearest and dearest to yourself of all 
the Achzans.” 

644 “Ajax,” replied Achilles, “noble son of Telamon, you 
have spoken much to my liking, but my blood boils when 
I think it all over, and remember how the son of Atreus 
treated me with contumely as though I were some vile 
tramp, and that too in the presence of the Argives. Go, 
then, and deliver your message; say that I will have no 
concern with fighting till Hector, son of noble Priam, 
reaches the tents of the Myrmidons in his murderous 
course, and flings fire upon their ships. For all his lust of 
battle, I take it he will be held in check when he is at my 
own tent and ship.” 

656 On this they took every man his double cup, made their 
drink-offerings, and went baek to the ships, Ulysses leading 
the way. Bat Patroclus told his men and the maid-servants 
to make ready a comfortable bed for Pheonix; they there- 
fore did so with sheepskins, a rug, and a sheet of fine linen. 
The old man then laid himself down and waited till morning 
eame. But Achilles slept in an inner room, and beside 
him the daughter of Phorbas lovely Diomedé, whom he had 
carried off from Lesbos. Patroclus lay on the other side 
of the room, and with him fair Iphis whom Achilles had 
given him when he took Scyros the city of Enyeiis. 

669 When the envoys reached the tents of the son of Atreus, 
the Achzans rose, pledged them in cups of gold, and began 
to question them. King Agamemnon was the first to do 
so. ‘‘Tell me, Ulysses,” said he, “will he save the ships 
from burning, or did he refuse, and is he still furious ?” 

677 Ulysses answered, “‘ Most noble son of Atreus, king of 
men, Agamemnon, Achilles will not be calmed, but is more 
fiercely angry than ever, and spurns both you and your 

680 gifts. He bids you take counsel with the Achæans to save 
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the ships and host as you best may ; as for himself, he said 681 
that at daybreak he should draw his ships into the water. 
He said further that he should advise every one to sail 
home likewise, for that you will not reach the goal of Ilius. 
‘Jove, he said, ‘has laid his hand over the city to protect 
it, and the people have taken heart.’ This is what he said, 
and the others who were with me can tell you the same 
story—Ajax and the two heralds, men, both of them, who 
may be trusted. The old man Phenix stayed where he was 
to sleep, for so Achilles would have it, that he might go 
home with him in the morning if he so would; but he will 
not take him by force.” 

They all held their peace, sitting for a long time silent 692 
and dejected, by reason of the sternness with which Achilles 
had refused them, till presently Diomed said, ‘‘ Most noble 
son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon, you ought not to 
have sued the son of Peleus nor offered him gifts. He is 
proud enough as it is, and you have encouraged him in his 
pride still further. Let him stay or go as he will. He 
will fight later when he is in the humour, and heaven puts 
it in his mind to do so. Now, therefore, let us all do as I 
say ; we have eaten and drunk our fill, let us then take our 
rest, for in rest there is both strength and stay. But when 
fair rosy-fingered morn appears, forthwith bring out your 
host and your horsemen in front of the ships, urging them 
on, and yourself fighting among the foremost.” 

Thus he spoke, and the other chieftains approved his 710 
words, They then made their drink-offerings and went 
every man to his own tent, where they lay down to rest 
and enjoyed the boon of sleep. 713 


BOOK X 


Ulysses and Diomed go out as spies, and meet Dolon, who gives 
them information: they then kill him, and profiting by what 
he had told them, kill Rhesus king of the Thracians and take 
his horses. 


Now the other princes of the Achzans slept soundly the 
whole night through, but Agamemnon son of Atreus was 
troubled, so that he could get no rest. As when fair 
Juno’s lord flashes his lightning in token of great rain or 
hail or snow when the snow-flakes whiten the ground, or 
again as a sign that he will open the wide jaws of hungry 
war, even so did Agamemnon heave many a heavy sigh, for 
his sou] trembled within him. When he looked upon the 
plain of Troy he marvelled at the many watchfires burning 
in front of Llius, and at the sound of pipes and flutes and 
of the hum of men, but when presently he turned towards 
the ships and hosts of the Achzans, he tore his hair by 
handfuls before Jove on high, and groaned aloud for the 
very disquietness of his soul. In the end he deemed it 
best to go at once to Nestor son of Nelens, and see if 
between them they could find any way of saving the 
Acheans from destruction. He therefore rose, put on his 
shirt, bound his sandals about his comely feet, flung the 
skin of a huge tawny lion over his shoulders—a skin that 
reached his feet—and took his spear in his hand. 

25 Neither could Menelaus sleep, for he, too, boded ill for 
the Argives who for his sake had sailed from far over the 
seas to fight the Trojans. He covered his broad back with 
the skin of a spotted panther, put a casque of bronze upon 
his head, and took his spear in his brawny hand. Then 


32 he went to rouse his brother, who was by far the most 
150 
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powerful of the Achwans, and was honoured by the people 33 
as though he were a god. He found him by the stern 
of his ship already putting his goodly array about his 
shoulders, and right glad was he that his brother had 
come. 

Menelaus spoke first. “Why,” said he, “my dear brother, 34 
are you thus arming? Are you going to send any of our 
comrades to exploit the Trojans? I greatly fear that no 
one will do you this service, and spy upon the enemy alone 
in the dead of night. It will be a deed of great daring.” 

And King Agamemnon answered, “ Menelaus, we both 42 
of us need shrewd counsel to save the Argives and our 
ships, for Jove has changed his mind, and inclines towards 
Hector’s sacrifices rather than ours. I never saw nor 
heard tell of any man as having wrought such ruin in one 
day as Hector has now wrought against the sons of the 
Achxans—and that too of his own unaided self, for he is 
son neither to god nor goddess, The Argives will rue it 
long and deeply. Run, therefore, with all speed by the 
line of the ships, and call Ajax and Idomeneus. Mean- 
while I will go to Nestor, and bid him rise and go about 
among the companies of our sentinels to give them their 
instructions ; they will listen to him sooner than to any 
man, for his own son, and Meriones brother in arms to 
Idomeneus, are captains over them. It was to them more 
particularly that we gave this charge.” 

Menelaus replied, ‘‘ How do I take your meaning? Am 60 
I to stay with them and wait your coming, or shall I 
return here as soon as I have given your orders?” “Wait,” 
answered King Agamemnon, “for there are so many paths 
about the camp that we might miss one another. Call 
every man on your way, and bid him be stirring; name 
him by his lineage and by his father’s name, give each all 
titular observance, and stand not too much upon your own 
dignity; we must take our full share of toil, for at our 
birth Jove laid this heavy burden upon us.” 

With these instructions he sent his brother on his way, 72 
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73 and went on to Nestor shepherd of his people. He found 
him sleeping in his tent hard by his own ship ; his goodly 
armour lay beside him—his shield, his two spears and his 
helmet; beside him also lay the gleaming girdle with 
which the old man girded himself when he armed to lead 
his people into battle—for his age stayed him not. He 
raised himself on his elbow and looked up at Agamemnon. 
“ Who is it,” said he, “‘that goes thus about the host and 
the ships alone and in the dead of night, when men are 
sleeping? Are you looking for one of your mules or for 
some comrade? Do not stand there and say nothing, but 
speak. What is your business?” 

87 And Agamemnon answered, “Nestor, son of Neleus, 
honour to the Achæan name, it is I, Agamemnon son of 
Atreus, on whom Jove has laid labour and sorrow so long 
as there is breath in my body aud my limbs carry me. I 
am thus abroad because sleep sits not upon my eyelids, but 
my heart is big with war and with the jeopardy of the 
Achæans. I am in great fear for the Danaans. I am at 
sea, and without sure counsel; my heart heats as though it 
would leap out of my body, and my limbs fail me. If then 
you can do anything—for you too cannot sleep—let us go 
the round of the watch, and see whether they are drowsy 
with toil and sleeping to the neglect of their duty. The 
enemy is encamped hard by, and we know not but he may 
attack us by night.” 

102 Nestor replied, ‘‘ Most noble son of Atreus, king of men, 
Agamemnon, Jove will not do all for Hector that Hector 
thinks he will; he will have troubles yet in plenty if 
Achilles will lay aside his anger. I will go with you, 
aud we will rouse others, either the son of Tydeus, or 
Ulysses, or fleet Ajax and the valiant son of Phyleus. 
Some one had also better go and call Ajax and King 
Idomeneus, for their ships are not near at hand but the 
farthest of all. I cannot however refrain from blaming 
Menelaus, much as I love him and respect him—and I 

115 will say so plainly, even at the risk of offending you—for 
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sleeping and leaving all this trouble to yourself. He ought 116 
to be going about imploring aid from all the princes of the 
Acheans, for we are in extreme danger.” 

And Agamemnon answered, ‘‘Sir, you may sometimes 119 
blame him justly, for he is often remiss and unwilling to 
exert himself—not indeed from sloth, nor yet heedlessness, 
but because he looks to me and expects me ta take the 
lead. On this occasion, however, he was awake before I 
was, and came to me of his own accord. I have already 
sent him to call the very men whom you have named. 
And now let us be going. We shall find them with the 
watch outside the gates, for it was there I said that we 
would meet them.” 

“ In that case,” answered Nestor, ‘‘the Argives will not 127 
blame him nor disobey his orders when he urges them to 
fight or gives them instructions.” 

With this he put on his shirt, and bound his sandals 131 
abont his comely feet. He buckled on his purple coat, of 
two thicknesses, large, and of a rough shaggy texture, 
grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and wended his 
way along the line of the Achzan ships. First he called 
loudly to Ulysses peer of gods in counsel and woke him, 
for he was soon roused by the sound of the batile-cry. 
He came outside his tent and said, “ Why do you go thus 
alone about the host, and along the line of the ships in the 
stillness of the night? What is it that you find so urgent?” 
And Nestor knight of Gerene answered, ‘“ Ulysses, noble 
son of Laertes, take it not amiss, for the Achzans are 
in great straits. Come with me and let us wake some 
other, who may advise well with us whether we shall fight 
or fly.” 

On this Ulysses went at once into his tent, put his 148 
shield about his shoulders and came out with them. First 
they went to Diomed son of Tydeus, and found him out- 
side his tent clad in his armour with his comrades sleeping 
round him and using their shields ag pillows; as for their 
spears, they stood upright on the spikes of their butts that 153 
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153 were driven into the ground, and the burnished bronze 
flashed afar like the lightning of father Jove. The hero 
was sleeping upon the skin of an ox, with a piece of fine 
carpet under his head; Nestor went up to him and stirred 
' him with his heel to rouse him, uphbraiding him and urging 
him to hestir himself, “Wake up,” he exclaimed, “son 
of Tydeus. How can you sleep on in this way? Can you 
not see that the Trojans are encamped on the brow of the 
plain hard by our ships, with but a little space between us 
and them ?” 

162 On these words Diomed leaped up instantly and said, 
“ Old man, your heart is of iron ; you rest not one moment 
from your labours. Are there no younger men among 
the Achæans who could go about to rouse the princes? 
There is no tiring you.” 

168 And Nestor knight of Gerene made answer, ‘“ My son, 
all that you have said is true. I have good sons, and also 
much people who might call the chieftains, but the Achæans 
are in the gravest danger; life and death are balanced as 
it were on the edge of a razor. Go then, for you are 
younger than I, and of your courtesy rouse Ajax and the 
fleet son of Phyleus.” 

177 Diomed threw the skin of a great tawny lion about his 
shoulders—a skin that reached his feet—and grasped his 
spear. When he had roused the heroes, he brought them 
back with him; they then went the round of those who 
were on guard, and found the captains not sleeping at 
their posts but wakeful and sitting with their arms about 
them. As sheep dogs that watch their flocks when they 
are yarded, and hear a wild beast coming through the 
mountain forest towards them—-forthwith there is a hue 
and cry of dogs and men, and slumber is broken—even 
so was sleep chased from the eyes of the Achzans as they 
kept the watches of the wicked night, for they turned 
constantly towards the plain whenever they heard any 
stir among the Trojans. The old man was glad and 

192 bade them be of good cheer. ‘ Watch on, my children,” 
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said he, “and let not sleep get hold upon you, lest our 193 
enemies triumph over us.” 

With this he passed the trench, and with him the other 194 
chiefs of the Achæans who had been called to the council, 
Meriones and the brave son of Nestor went also, for the 
princes bade them. When they were beyond the trench 
that was dug round the wall they held their meeting on 
the open ground where there was a space clear of corpses, 
for it was here that when night fell Hector had turned 
back from his onslaught on the Argives. They sat down, 
therefore, and held debate with one another. 

Nestor spoke first. “My friends,” said he, “is there 203 

any man bold enough to venture among the Trojans, and 
cut off some straggler, or bring us news of what the 
enemy mean to do—whether they will stay here by the 
ships away from the city, or whether, now that they have 
worsted the Achzans, they will retire within their walls. 
If he could learn all this and come back safely here, his 
fame would be high as heaven in the mouths of all men, 
and he would be rewarded richly; for the chiefs from all 
our ships would each of them give him a black ewe with 
her lamb—which is a present of surpassing’ value—and 
he would be asked as a guest to all feasts and clan- 
gatherings.” 

They all held their peace, but Diomed of the loud war- 218 
ery spoke saying, “ Nestor, gladly will I visit the host of 
the Trojans over against us, but if another will go with 
me I shall do so in greater confidence and comfort. When 
two men are together, one of them may see some oppor- 
tunity which the other has not caught sight of; if a man 
is alone he is less full of resource, and his wit is weaker.” 

On this several offered to go with Diomed. The two 227 
Ajaxes, servants of Mars, Meriones, and the son of Nestor 
all wanted to go, so did Menelaus son of Atreus; Ulysses 
also wished to go among the host of the Trojans, for he 
was ever full of daring, and thereon Agamemnon king 
of men spoke thus: “‘ Diomed,” said he, “‘son of Tydeus, 934 
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235 man after my own heart, choose your comrade for your-. 
selfi—take the best man of those that have offered, for 
many would now go with you. Do not through delicacy 
reject the better man, and take the worst out of respect 
for his lineage, because he is of more royal blood.” 

240 He said this because he feared for Menelaus. Diomed 
answered, “If you bid me take the man of my own choice, 
how in that case can I fail to think of Ulysses, than whom 
there is no man more eager to face all kinds of danger— 
and Pallas Minerva loves him well? If he were to go 
with me we should pass safely through fire itself, for he 
is quick to see and understand.” 

248 “Son of Tydeus,” replied Ulysses, “say neither good 
nor ill about me, for you are among Argives who know 
me well. Let us be going, for the night wanes and dawn is 
at hand, The stars have gone forward, two-thirds of the 
night are already spent, and the third is alone left us.” 

254 They then put on their armour. Brave Thrasymedes 
provided the son of Tydeus with a sword and a shield (for 
he had left his own at his ship) and on his head he set a 
helmet of bull’s hide without either peak or crest; it is 
called a skull-cap and is a common headgear. Meriones 
found a bow and quiver for Ulysses, and on his head he 
set a leathern helmet that was lined with a strong plait- 
ing of leathern thongs, while on the outside it was thickly 
studded with boar’s teeth, well and skilfully set into it; 
next the head there was au inner lining of felt. This 
helmet had been stolen by Autolycus out of Eleon when 
he broke into the house of Amyntor son of Ormenus. 
He gave it to Amphidamas of Cythera to take to Scan- 
dea, and Amphidamas gave it as a guest-gift to Molus, 
who gave it to his son Meriones; and now it was set upon 
the head of Ulysses. 

272 When the pair had armed, they set out, and left the 
other chieftains behind them. Pallas Minerva sent them 
a heron by the wayside upon their right hands ; they could 

276 not see it for the darkness, but they heard its cry. Ulysses 
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was glad when he heard it and prayed to Minerva: “ Hear 277 
me,” he cried, ‘daughter of egis-bearing Jove, you who 
spy out all my ways and who are with me in all my hard- 
ships ; befriend me in this mine hour, and grant that we 
may return to the ships covered with glory after having 
achieved some mighty exploit that shall bring sorrow to 
the Trojans,” 

Then Diomed of the loud war-cry also prayed: ‘ Hear 283 
me too,” said he, “daughter of Jove, unweariable; be with 
me even as you were with my noble father Tydeus when 
he went to Thebes as envoy sent by the Acheans. He 
left the Achezans by the banks of the river Æsopus, and 
went to the city bearing a message of peace to the Cad- 
meians ; on his return thence, with your help, goddess, he 
did great deeds of daring, for you were his ready helper. 
Even so guide me and guard me now, and in return I will 
offer you in sacrifice a broad-browed heifer of a year old, 
unbroken, and never yet brought by man under the yoke. 

I will gild her horns and will offer her up to you in 
sacrifice.” 

Thus they prayed, and Pallas Minerva heard their 295 
prayer, When they had done praying to the daughter 
of great Jove, they went their way like two lions prowling 
by night amid the armour and blood-stained bodies of 
them that had fallen. 

Neither again did Hector let the Trojans sleep ; for he 299 
too called the princes and councillors of the Trojans that 
he might set his counsel before them, ‘‘Is there one,” 
said he, ‘who for a great reward will do me the service 
of which I will tell you? He shall be well paid if he 
will, I will give him a chariot and a couple of horses, 
the fleetest that can be found at the ships of the Achzans, 
if he will dare this thing ; and he will win infinite honour 
to beot; he must go to the ships and find out whether they 
are still guarded as heretofore, or whether now that we 
have heaten them the Achzxans design to fly, and through 
sheer exhaustion are neglecting to keep their watches.” 312 


158 DOLON AT THE TROJAN COUNCIL [map 


312 They all held their peace; but there was among the 
Trojans a certain man named Dolon, son of Eumedes, the 
famous herald—a man rich in gold and bronze. He was 
ill-favoured, but a good runner, and was an only son 
among five sisters. He it was that now addressed the 
Trojans. “I, Hector,” said he, “will go to the ships and 
will exploit them. But first hold up your sceptre and 
swear that you will give me the chariot, bedight with 
bronze, and the horses that now carry the noble son of 
Peleus. I will make you a good scout, and will not fail 
you. .I will go through the host from one end to the 
other till I come to the ship of Agamemnon, where I 
take it the princes of the Achæans are now consulting 
whether they shall fight or fiy.” 

328 When he had done speaking Hector held up his sceptre, 
and swore him his oath saying, “May Jove the thundering 
husband of Juno bear witness that no other Frojan but 
yourself shall mount those steeds, and that you shall have 
your will with them for ever.” 

332 7 The oath he swore was bootless, but it made Dolon more 
‘keen on going. He hung his bow over his shoulder, and 
as an overall he wore the skin of a grey wolf, while on his 
head he set a cap of ferret skin. Then he took a pointed 
javelin, and left the camp for the ships, but he was not to 
return with any news for Hector. When he had left the 
horses and the troops behind him, he made all speed on 
his way, but Ulysses perceived his coming and said to 
Diomed, “‘Diomed, here is some one from the camp; I 
am not sure whether he is a spy, or whether it is some 
thief who would plunder the bodies of the dead; let him 
get a little past us, we can then spring upon him and take 
him. If, however, he is too quick for us, go after him with 
your spear and hem him in towards the ships away from 
the Trojan camp, to prevent his getting back to the town.” 

349 With this they turned out of their way and lay down 
among the corpses. Dolon suspected nothing and soon 
passed them, but when he had got about as far as the 
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distance by which a mule-ploughed furrow exceeds one 351 
that has been ploughed by oxen (for mules can plough 
fallow land quicker than oxen) they ran after him, and 
when he heard their footsteps he stood still, for he made 
sure they were friends from the Trojan camp come by 
Hector’s orders to bid him return; when, however, they 
were only a spear’s cast, or less, away from him, he saw 
that they were enemies and ran away as fast as his legs 
could take him. The others gave chase at once, and as 
a couple of well-trained hounds press forward after a doe 
or hare that runs screaming in front of them, even so did 
the son of Tydeus and Ulysses pursue Dolon and cut him 
off from his own people. But when he had fled so far 
towards the ships that he would soon have fallen in with 
the outposts, Minerva infused fresh strength into the son 
of Tydeus for fear some other of the Achzans might have 
the glory of being first to hit him, and he might himself 
be only second; he therefore sprang forward with his spear 
and said, “Stand, or I shall throw my spear, and in that 
case I shall soon make an end of you.” 

He threw as he spoke, but missed his aim on purpose. 372 
The dart flew over the man’s right shoulder, and then 
stuck in the ground. He stood stock still, trembling and 
in great fear; his teeth chattered, and he turned pale with 
fear. The two came breathless up to him and seized his 
hands, whereon he began to weep and said, ‘‘Take me 
alive; I will ransom myself; we have great store of gold, 
bronze, and wrought iron, and from this my father will 
satisfy you with a very large ransom, should he hear of my 
being alive at the ships of the Achzans.” Í 

“Hear not,” replied Ulysses, “let no thought of death 382 
be in your mind; but tell me, and tell me true, why are 
you thus going about alone in the dead of night away from 
your camp and towards the ships, while other men are 
sleeping? Is it to plunder the bodies of the slain, or did 
Hector send you to spy out what was going on at the ships? 
Or.did you come here of your own mere notion ?” 389 
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392 Dolon answered, his limbs trembling beneath him: 
‘‘ Hector, with his vain flattering promises, lured me 
from my better judgement. He said he would give me 
the horses of the noble son of Peleus and his bronze- 
hedizened chariot; he bade me go through the darkness 
of the flying night, get close to the enemy, and find out 
whether the ships are still guarded as heretofore, or 
whether, now that we have beaten them, the Achzans 
design to fly, and through sheer exhaustion are neglecting 
to keep their watches.” 

400 Ulysses smiled at him and answered, ‘‘ You had indeed 
set your heart upon a great reward, but the horses of the 
descendant of Æacus are hardly to be kept in hand or 
driven by any other mortal man than Achilles himself, whose 
mother was an immortal. But tell me, and tell me true, 
where did you leave Hector when you started? Where 
lies his armour and his horses? How, too, are the watches 
and sleeping-ground of the Trojans ordered? What are 
their plans? Will they stay here by the ships and away 
from the city, or now that they have worsted the Achzans, 
will they retire within their walls ?” 

412 And Dolon answered, “I will tell you truly all. Hector 
and the other councillors are now holding conference by 
the monument of great Ilus, away from the general tumult; 
as for the guards about which you ask me, there is no 
chosen watch to keep guard over the host. The Trojans 
have their watchfires, for they are bound to have them; 
they, therefore, are awake and keep each other to their 
duty as sentinels; but the allies who have come from other 
places are asleep and leave it to the Trojans to keep guard, 
for their wives and children are not here.” 

423 Ulysses then said, “Now tell me; are they sleeping 
among the Trojan troops, or do they lie apart? Explain 
this that I may understand it.” 

426 «I will tell you truly all,” replied Dolon. “To the sea- 
ward lie the Carians, the Pæonian bowmen, the Leleges, 
the Cauconians, and the noble Pelasgi. The Lysians and 
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proud Mysians, with the Phrygians and Meonians, have 4381 
their place on the side towards Thymbra; but why ask 
about all this? If you want to find your way into the 
host of the Trojans, there are the Thracians, who have 
lately come here and lie apart from the others at the far 
end of the camp; and they have Rhesus son of Eioneus 
for their king. His horses are the finest and strongest 
that I have ever seen, they are whiter than snow and 
fleeter than any wind that blows. His chariot is bedight 
with silver and gold, and he has brought his marvellous 
golden armour, of the rarest workmanship—too splendid 
for any mortal man to carry, and meet only for the gods. 
Now, therefore, take me to the ships or bind me securely 
here, until you come back and have proved my words 
whether they he false or true.” 

Diomed looked sternly at him and answered, ‘Think 447 
not, Dolon, for all the good information you have given us, 
that you shall escape now you are in our hands, for if we 
ransom you or let you go, you will come some second time 
to the ships of the Achzans either as a spy or as an open 
enemy, but if I kill you and make an end of you, you will 
give no more trouble.” 

On this Dolon would have caught him by the beard to 454 
beseech him further, but Diomed struck him:in the middle 
of his neck with his sword and cut through both sinews 
so that his head fell rolling in the dust while he was yet 
speaking. They took the ferret-skin cap from his head, 
and also the wolf-skin, the bow, and his long spear. 
‘Ulysses hung them up aloft in honour of Minerva the 
goddess of plunder, and prayed saying, “Accept these, 
goddess, for we give them to you in preference to all the 
gods in Olympus : therefore speed us still further towards 
the horses and sleeping-ground of the Thracians.” 

With these words he took up the spoils and set them 465 
upon a tamarisk tree, and they marked the place by pulling 
up reeds and gathering boughs of tamarisk that they might 
not miss it as they came back through the flying hours of 463 

L 
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469 darkness. The two then went onwards amid the fallen 
armour and the blood, and came presently to the company 
of Thracian soldiers, who were sleeping, tired out with their 
day’s toil; their goodly armour was lying on the ground 
beside them all orderly in three rows, and each man had 
his yoke of horses beside him. Rhesus was sleeping in the 
middle, and hard by him his horses were made fast to the 
topmost rim of his chariot. Ulysses from some way off 
saw him and said, “This, Diomed, is the man, and these 
are the horses about which Dolon whom we killed told us. 
Do your very utmost; dally not abont your armour, but 
loose the horses at once—or else kill the men yourself, 
while I see to the horses,” 

482 hereon Minerva put courage into the heart of Diomed, 
and he smote them right and left. They made a hideous 
groaning as they were being hacked about, and the earth 
was red with their blood. As a lion springs furiously upon 
a flock of sheep or goats when he finds them without their 
shepherd, so did the son of Tydeus set upon the Thracian 
soldiers till he had killed twelve. As he killed them Ulysses 
came and drew them aside by their feet one by one, that 
the horses might go forward freely without being frightened 
as they passed over the dead bodies, for they were not yet 
used to them. When the son of Tydeus came to the king, 
he killed him too (which made thirteen), as he was breath- 
ing hard, for by the counsel of Minerva an evil dream, the 
seed of Cineus, hovered that night over his head. Mean- 
while Ulysses untied the horses, made them fast one to 
another and drove them off, striking them with his bow, 
for he had forgotten to take the whip from the chariot. 
Then he whistled as a sign to Diomed. 

503 But Diomed stayed where he was, thinking what other 
daring deed he might accomplish. He was doubting whether 
to take the chariot in which the king’s armour was lying, 
and draw it ont by the pole, or to lift the armour out and 
carry it off; or whether again, he should not kill some 

507 more Thracians. While he was thus hesitating Minerva 
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came up to him and said, “ Get back, Diomed, to the ships, 508 
or you may be driven thither, should some other god rouse 
the Trojans.” 

Diomed knew that it was the goddess, and at once sprang 512 
upon the horses. Ulysses beat them with his bow and 
they flew onward to the ships of the Achzeans. 

But Apollo kept no blind look-out when he saw Minerva 515 
with the son of Tydeus. He was angry with her, and 
coming to the host of the Trojans he roused Hippocoon, a 
counsellor of the Thracians and a noble kinsman of Rhesus, 
He started up out of his sleep and saw that the horses were 
no longer in their place, and that the men were gasping in 
their death-agony ; on this he groaned alond, and called 
upon his friend by name. Then the whole Trojan camp 
was In an uproar as the people kept hurrying together, 
and they marvelled at the deeds of the heroes who had 
now got away towards the ships. 

When they reached the place where they had killed 526 
Hector’s scout, Ulysses stayed his horses, and the son of 
Tydeus, leaping to the ground, placed the blood-stained 
spoils in the hands of Ulysses and remounted: then he 
lashed the horses onwards, and they flew forward nothing 
loth towards the ships as though of their own free will. 
Nestor was first to hear the tramp of their feet. ‘My 
friends,” said he, princes and counsellors of the Argives, 
shall I guess right or wrong?—but I must say what I 
think: there is a sound in my ears as of the tramp of 
horses. I hope it may be Diomed and Ulysses driving in 
horses from the Trojans, but I much fear that the bravest 
of the Argives may have come to some harm at their 
hands.” 

He had hardly done speaking when the two men came 540 
in and dismounted, whereon the others shook hands right 
gladly with them and congratulated them. Nestor knight 
of Gerene was first to question them. ‘‘Tell me,” said he, 
‘renowned Ulysses, how did you two come by these horses ? 
Did you steal in among the Trojan forces, or did some god 545 
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546 meet you and give them to you? They are like sunbeams, 
I am well conversant with the Trojans, for old warrior 
though I am I never hold back by the ships, but I never 
yet saw or heard of such horses as these are. Surely some 
god must have met you and given them to you, for you are 
both of you dear to Jove, and to Jove’s daughter Minerva.” 

554 And Ulysses answered, “‘ Nestor son of Neleus, honour 
to the Achzan name, heaven, if it so will, can give us 
even better horses than these, for the gods are far mightier 
than we are. These horses, however, about which you ask 
me, are freshly come from Thrace. Diomed killed their 
king with the twelve bravest of his companions. -Hard by 
the ships we took a thirteenth ' man—a scout whom Hector 
and the other Trojans had sent as a spy upon our ships.” 

564. He laughed as he spoke and drove the horses over the 
ditch, while the other Achzans followed him gladly. When 
they reached the strongly built quarters of the son of Tydeus, 
they tied the horses with thongs of leather to the manger, 
where the steeds of Diomed stood eating their sweet corn, 
but Ulysses hung the blood-stained spoils of Dolon at the 
stern of his ship, that they might prepare a sacred offering 
to Minerva. As for themselves, they went into the sea 
and washed the sweat from their bodies, and from their 
necks and thighs. When the sea-water had taken all the 
sweat from off them, and had refreshed them, they went into 
the baths and washed themselves. After they had so done 
and had anointed themselves with oil, they sat down to 
table, and drawing from a full mixing-bowl, made a drink- 

579 offering of wine to Minerva. 


1 Homer seems to have forgotten that Dolon should have heen 
the first man killed—and that even waiving this, he should be the 
fourteenth, not the thirteenth. Rhesus was the thirteenth (see 
p. 162). The greater a poet is the more certainly will he despise 
small accuracies, 
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In the forenoon the fight is equal, but Agamemnon turns the 
fortune of the day towards the Achzans until he gets 
wounded and leaves the field—Hector then drives everything 
before him till he is wounded by Diomed—Paris wounds 
Diomed—Ulysses, Nestor, and Idomeneus perform prodigies 
of valour—Machaon is wounded—Nestor drives him off iu 
his chariot—Achilles sees the pair driving towards the camp 
and sends Patroclus to ask who it is that is wounded—This 
is the beginning of evil for Patroclus—Nestor makes a long 
speech. 


AND now as Dawn rose from her couch beside Tithonus, 
harbinger of light alike to mortals and immortals, Jove 
sent fierce Discord with the ensign of war in her hands 
to the ships of the Achæans. She took her stand by the 
huge black hull of Ulysses’ ship which was middlemost 
of all, so that her voice might carry farthest on either 
side, on the one hand towards the tents of Ajax son of 
Telamon, and on the other towards those of Achilles— 
for these two heroes, well-assured of their own strength, 
had valorously drawn up their ships at the two ends of 
the line. There she took her stand, and raised a cry 
both loud and shrill that filled the Achzans with courage, 
giving them heart to fight resolutely and with all their 
might, so that they had rather stay there and do battle 
than go home in their ships. 

The son of Atreus shouted aloud and bade the Argives 15 
gird themselves for battle while he put on his armour. 
First he girded his goodly greaves about his legs, making 
them fast with ancle-clasps of silver; and about his chest 
he set the breastplate which Cinyras had once given him 


as a guest-gift. It had been noised abroad as far as 21 
165 
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22 Cyprus that the Achæans were about to sail for Troy, 
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and therefore he gave it to the king. It had ten courses 
of dark cyanus, twelve of gold, and ten of tin. There 
were serpents of cyanus that reared themselves up towards 
the neck, three upon either side, like the rainbows which 
the son of Saturn has set in heaven as a sign to mortal 
men. About his shoulders he threw his sword, studded 
with bosses of gold; and the scabbard was of silver with 
a chain of gold wherewith to hang it. He took moreover 
the richly-dight shield that covered his body when he was 
in battle—fair to see, with ten circles of bronze running 
all round it. On the body of the shield there were twenty 
bosses of white tin, with another of dark cyanus in the 
middle: this last was made to show a Gorgon’s head, fierce 
and grim, with Rout and Panic on either side. The band 
for the arm to go through was of silver, on which there 
was a writhing snake of cyanus with three heads that 
sprang from a single neck, and went in and out among 
one another. On his head Agamemnon set a helmet, with 
a peak before and behind, and four plumes of horse-hair 
that nodded menacingly above it; then he grasped two re- 
doubtable bronze-shod spears, and the gleam of his armour 
shot from him as a flame into the firmament, while Juno and 
Minerva thundered in honour of the king of rich Mycene. 
Every man now left his horses in charge of his charioteer 
to hold them in readiness by the trench, while he went into 
battle on foot clad in full armour, and a mighty uproar 
rose on high into the dawning. The chiefs were armed 
and at the trench before the horses got there, but these 
came up presently. The son of Saturn sent a portent 
of evil sound about their host, and the dew fell red with 
blood, for he was about to send many a brave man hurry- 


_ ing down to Hades. 
56 


The Trojans, on the other side upon the rising slope of 
the plain, were gathered round great Hector, noble Poly- 
damas, Æneas who was honoured by the Trojans like an 


59 immortal, and the three sons of Antenor, Polybus, Agenor, 


BK. x1.| THE ACHASANS GAIN GROUND 167 


and young Acamas beauteous as a god. Hector’s round 60 


shield showed in the front rank, and as some baneful star 
that shines for a moment through a rent in the clouds 
and is again hidden beneath them; even so was Hector 
now seen in the front ranks and now again in the hinder- 
most, and his bronze armour gleamed like the lightning 
of ægis-bearing Jove. 

And now as a band of reapers mow swathes of wheat or 
barley upon a rich man’s land, and the sheaves fall thick 
before them, even so did the Trojans and Achzans fall 
upon one another; they were in no mood for yielding but 
fought like wolves, and neither side got the better of the 
other. Discord was glad as she beheld them, for she was 
the only god that went among them; the others were not 
there, but stayed quietly each in his own home among the 
dells and valleys of Olympus. All of them blamed the son 
of Saturn for wanting to give victory to the Trojans, but 
father Jove heeded them not: he held aloof from all, and 
sat apart in his all-glorious majesty, looking down upon the 
city of the Trojans, the ships of the Achzans, the gleam of 
bronze, and alike upon the slayers and on the slain. 

Now so long as the day waxed and it was still morning 
their darts rained thick on one another and the people 
perished, but as the hour drew nigh when a woodman 
working in some mountain forest will get his midday 
meal—for he has felled till his hands are weary; he is 
tired out, and must now have food—then the Danaans 
with a ery that rang through all their ranks, broke the 
battalions of the enemy. Agamemnon led them on, and 
slew first Bienor, a leader of his people, and afterwards 


his comrade and charioteer Oileus, who sprang from his’ 


chariot and was coming full towards him; but Agamemnon 
struck him on the forehead with his spear; his bronze. 
visor was of no avail against the weapon, which pierced 
both bronze and bone, so that his brains were battered in 
and he was killed in full fight. 


67 
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Agamemnon stripped their shirts from off them and 99 
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100 left them with their breasts all bare to lie where they 
had fallen. He then went on to kill Isus and Antiphus 
two sons of Priam, the one a bastard, the other born in 
wedlock; they were in the same chariot—the bastard 
driving, while noble Antiphus fought beside him. Achilles 
had once taken both of them prisoners in the glades of 
Ida, and had bound them with fresh withes as they were 
shepherding, but he had taken a ransom for them ; now, 
however, Agamemnon son of Atreus smote Isus in the 
chest above the nipple with his spear, while he struck 
Antiphus hard by the ear and threw him from his chariot. 
Forthwith he stripped their goodly armour from off them 
and recognised them, for he had already seen them at the 
ships when Achilles brought them in from Ida. As a lion 
fastens on the fawns of a hind and crushes them in his 
great jaws, robbing them of their tender life while he is 
on his way back to his lair—the hind can do nothing for 
them even though she be close by, for she is in an agony 
of fear, and flies through the thick forest, sweating, and 
at her utmost speed before the mighty monster—so, no 
man of the Trojans could help Isus and Antiphus, for 
they were themselves flying in panic before the Argives. 

122 Then King Agamemnon took the two sons of Anti- 
machus, Pisander and brave Hippolochus. It was Anti- 
machus who had been foremost in preventing Helen’s 
being restored to Menelaus, for he was largely bribed by 
Alexandrus; and now Agamemnon took his two sons, 
both in the same chariot, trying to bring their horses to 
a stand—for they had lost hold of the reins and the 
horses were mad with fear. The son of Atreus sprang 
upon them like a lion, and the pair besought him from 
their chariot. ‘Take us alive,” they cried, ‘‘son of 
Atreus, and you shall receive a great ransom for us. 
Our father Antimachus has great store of gold, bronze, 
and wrought iron, and from this he will satisfy you with 
a very large ransom should he hear of our being alive at 

185 the ships of the Achzans.” 
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With such piteous words and tears did they beseech 136 
the king, but they heard no pitiful answer in return. 
“Tf,” said Agamemnon, “you are sons of Antimachus, 
who once at a council of Trojans proposed that Menelaus 
and Ulysses, who had come to you as envoys, should be 
killed and not suffered to return, you shall now pay for 
the foul iniquity of your father.” 

As he spoke he felled Pisander from his chariot to the 1438 
earth, smiting him on the chest with his spear, so that he 
lay face uppermost upon the ground. MHippolochus fled, 
but him too did Agamemnon smite; he cut off his hands 
and his head—which he sent rolling in among the crowd 
as though it were a ball. There he let them both lie, and 
wherever the ranks were thickest thither he flew, while 
the other Achzans followed. Foot soldiers drove the 
foot soldiers of the foe in rout before them, and slew 
them; horsemen did the like by horsemen, and the 
thundering tramp of the horses raised a cloud of dust 
from off the plain. King Agamemnon followed after, 
ever slaying them and cheering on the Acheans. As 
when some mighty forest is all ablaze—t mg Pusts 
whirl fire in all directions till the thickets shrivel and 
are consumed before the blast of the flame—even so fell 
the heads of the flying Trojans before Agamemnon son 
of Atreus, and many a noble pair of steeds drew an 
empty chariot along the highways of war, for lack of 
drivers who were lying on the plain, more useful now to 
vultures than to their wives. 

Jove drew Hector away from the darts and dust, with 163 
the carnage and din of battle; but the son of Atreus sped 
onwards, calling out lustily to the Danaans. They flew on 
by the tomb of old Ilus, son of Dardanus, in the middle of 
the plain, and past the place of the wild fig-tree making 
always for the city—the son of Atreus still shouting, and 
with hands all bedrabbled in gore; but when they had 
reached the Scean gates and the oak tree, there they 
halted and waited for the others to come up. Meanwhile 171 
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172 the Trojans kept on flying over the middle of the plain 
like a herd of cows maddened with fright when a lion has 
attacked them in the dead of night—he springs on one of 
them, seizes her neck in the grip of his strong teeth and 
then laps up her blood and gorges himself upon her 
entrails—even so did King Agamemnon son of Atreus 
pursue the foe, ever slaughtering the hindmost as they fled 
pell-mell before him. Many a man was flung headlong 
from his chariot by the hand of the son of Atreus, for he 
wielded his spear with fury. 

181 But when he was just about to reach the high wall and 
the city, the father of gods and men came down from 
heaven and took his seat, thunderbolt in hand, upon the 
crest of many-fountained Ida. He then told Iris of the 
golden wings to carry a message for him. “Go,” said he, 
“fleet Iris, and speak thus to Hector—say that so long as 
he sees Agamemnon heading his men and making havoc of 
the Trojan ranks, he is to keep aloof and bid the others 
bear the brunt of the battle, but when Agamemnon is 
wounded either by spear or arrow, and takes to his 
chariot, then will I vouchsafe him strength to slay till he 
reach the ships and night falls at the going down of the 
sun.” 

195 Iris hearkened and obeyed. Down she went to strong 
Jlius from the crests of Ida, and found Hector son of 
Priam standing by his chariot and horses. Then she said, 
“ Hector son of Priam, peer of gods in counsel, father Jove 
has sent me to bear you this message—so long as you see 
Agamemnon heading his men and making havoc of the 
Trojan ranks, you are to keep aloof and bid the others 
bear the brunt of the battle, but when Agamemnon is 
wounded either by spear or arrow, and takes to his chariot, 
then will Jove vouchsafe you strength to slay till you 
reach the ships, and till night falls at the going down of 
the sun,” 

210 When she had thus spoken Iris left him, and Hector 
sprang full armed from his chariot to the ground, bran- 
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dishing his spear as he went ahout everywhere among the 212 
host, cheering his men on to fight, and stirring the dread 
strife of battle. The Trojans then wheeled round, and 
again met the Achzans, while the Argives on their part 
strengthened their battalions, The battle was now in 
array and they stood face to face with one another, Aga- 
memnon ever pressing forward in his eagerness to be ahead 
of all others. 

Tell me now ye Muses that dwell in the mansions of 218 
Olympus, who, whether of the Trojans or of their allies, 
was first to face Agamemnon? It was Iphidamas son of 
Antenor, a man hoth hrave and of great stature, who was 
brought up in fertile Thrace the mother of sheep. Cisses, 
his mother’s father, brought him up in his own house when 
he was a child—Cisses, father to fair Theano. When he 
reached manhood, Cisses would have kept him there, and 
was for giving him his daughter in marriage, but as soon 
as he had married he set out to fight the Achzans with 
twelve ships that followed him: these he had left at 
Percote and had come on by land to Jlius. He it was that 
now met Agamemnon son of Atreus. When they were 
close up with one another, the son of Atreus missed his 
aim, and Iphidamas hit him on the girdle below the cuirass 
and then flung himself upon him, trusting to his strength 
of arm; the girdle, however, was not pierced, nor nearly 
so, for the point of the spear struck against the silver and 
was turned aside as though it had been lead: King Aga- 
memnon caught it from his hand, and drew it towards him 
with the fury of a lion; he then drew his sword, and killed 
Iphidamas by striking him on the neck. So there the 
poor fellow lay, sleeping a sleep as it were of bronze, killed 
in the defence of his fellow-citizens, far from his wedded 
wife, of whom he had had no joy though he had given 
much for her: he had given a hundred head of cattle 
down, and had promised later on to give a thousand sheep 
and goats mixed, from the countless flocks of which he was 245 
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possessed.! Agamemnon son of Atreus then despoiled him, 
and carried off his armour into the host of the Achæans. 

248 When noble Cöon, Antenor’s eldest son, saw this, sore 
indeed were his eyes at the sight of his fallen brother. 
Unseen by Agamemnon he got beside him, spear in hand, 
and wounded him in the middle of his arm below the 
elbow, the point of the spear going right through the arm. 
Agamemnon was convulsed with pain, but still not even 
for this did he leave off struggling and fighting, but 
grasped his spear that flew as fleet as the wind, and sprang 
upon Cöon who was trying to drag off the body of his 
brother—his father’s son—by the foot, and was crying for 
help to all the bravest of his comrades; but Agamemnon 
struck him with a bronze-shod spear and killed him as he 
was dragging the dead body through the press of men 
under cover of his shield: he then cut off his head, stand- 
ing over the body of Iphidamas. Thus did the sons of 
Antenor meet their fate at the hands of the son of Atreus, 
and go down into the house of Hades. 

264 As long as the blood still welled warm from his wound 
Agamemnon went about attacking the ranks of the enemy 
with spear and sword and with great handfuls of stone, 
but when the blood had ceased to flow and the wound grew 
dry, the pain became great. As the sharp pangs which 
the EHilithuiz, goddesses of childbirth, daughters of Juno 
and dispensers of cruel pain, send upon a woman when 
she is in labour—even so sharp were the pangs of the son 
of Atreus. He sprang on to his chariot, and bade his 
charioteer drive to the ships, for he was in great agony. 
With a lond clear voice he shouted to the Danaans, “My 
friends, princes and counsellors of the Argives, defend the 
ships yourselves, for Jove has not suffered me to fight the 

279 whole day through against the Trojans.” 


1 This is a strange story. Iphidamas, apparently still young, 
with father and mother, and at least one elder brother still living, 
is exceedingly rich, and pays a large sum to his grandfather in order 
to marry hisown aunt. This, however, is what Homer seems to say. 
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With this the charioteer turned his horses towards the 280 
ships, and they flew forward nothing loth. Their chests 
were white with foam and their bellies with dust, as they 
drew the wounded king out of the battle. 

When Hector saw Agamemnon quit the field, he shouted 284 
to the Trojans and Lycians saying, “Trojans, Lycians, and 
Dardanian warriors, be men, my friends, and acquit your- 
selves in battle bravely ; their best man has left them, and 
Jove has vouchsafed me a great triumph; charge the foe 
with your chariots that you may win still greater glory.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all, 291 
and as a huntsman hounds his dogs on against a lion or 
wild boar, even so did Hector, peer of Mars, hound the 
proud Trojans on against the Achxans. Full of hope he 
plunged in among the foremost, and fell on the fight like 
some fierce tempest that swoops down upon the sea, and 
lashes its deep blue waters into fury. 

What, then, is the full tale of those whom Hector son 299 
of Priam killed in the hour of triumph which Jove then 
vouchsafed him? First Aszus, Autonoiis, and Opites ; 
Dolops son of Clytius, Opheltius and Agelaus; Ausymnus, 
Orus and Hipponoiis steadfast in battle; these chieftains 
of the Achwans did Hector slay, and then he fell upon the 
rank and file. As when the west wind hustles the clouds 
of the white south and beats them down with the fierceness 
of its fury—the waves of the sea roll high, and the spray 
is flung aloft in the rage of the wandering wind—even so 
thick were the heads of them that fell by the hand of Hector. 

All had then been lost and no help for it, and the 310 
Achzans would have fled pell-mell to their ships, had not 
Ulysses cried out to Diomed, “Son of Tydeus, what has 
happened to us that we thus forget our prowess? Come, 
my good fellow, stand by my side and help me, we shall be 
shamed for ever if Hector takes the ships.” 

And Diomed answered, “Come what may, I will stand 316 
firm; but we shall have scant joy of it, for Jove is minded 
to give victory to the Trojans rather than to us,” 
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320 With these words he struck Thymbrzus from his chariot 
to the ground, smiting him in the left breast with his 
spear, while Ulysses killed Molion who was his squire. 
These they let lie, now that they had stopped their fighting ; 
the two heroes then went on playing havoe with the foe, 
like two wild boars that turn in fury and rend the hounds 
that hunt them. Thus did they turn upon the Trojans 
and slay them, and the Achzans were thankful to have 
breathing time in their flight from Hector. 

328 They then took two princes with their chariot, the two 
sons of Merops of Percote, who excelled all others in the 
arts of divination. He had forbidden his sons to go to the 
war, but they would not obey him, for fate lured them to 
their fall. Diomed son of Tydeus slew them both and stripped 
them of their armour, while Ulysses killed Hippodamus and 
Hypeirochus. 

336 And now the son of Saturn as he looked down from Ida 
ordained that neither side shonld have the advantage, 
and they kept on killing one another. The son of Tydeus 
speared Agastrophus son of .Pzon in the hip-joint with his 
spear. His chariot was not at hand for him to fly with, so 
blindly confident had he been. THis squire was in charge 
of it at some distance and he was fighting on foot among 
the foremost until he lost his life. Hector soon marked 
the havoc Diomed and Ulysses were making, and bore 
down upon them with a loud ery, followed by the Trojan 
ranks; brave Diomed was dismayed when he saw them, 
and said to Ulysses who was beside him, “Great Hector 
is bearing down upon us and we shall be undone; let us 
stand firm aud wait his onset.” 

349 He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it, nor did 
he miss his mark. He had aimed at Hector’s head near 
the top of his helmet, but bronze was turned by bronze, 
and Hector was untouched, for the spear was stayed by the 
visored helm made with three plates of metal, which Phcebus 
Apollo-had given him. Hector sprang back with a great 

354 bound under cover of the ranks; he fell on his knees and 
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propped himself with his brawny hand leaning on the 355 
ground, for darkness had fallen on his eyes. The son of 
Tydeus having thrown his spear dashed in among the 
foremost fighters,.to the place where he had seen it strike 
the ground; meanwhile Hector recovered himself and 
springing back into his chariot mingled with the crowd, 
by which means he saved his life. But Diomed made at 
him with his spear and said, ‘Dog, you have again got 
away though death was close on your heels, Phcebus 
Apollo, to whom I ween you pray ere you go into battle, 
has again saved you, nevertheless I will meet you and 
make an end of you hereafter, if there is any god who will 
stand by me too and be my helper. For the present I 
must pursue.those whom I can lay hands on.” 

As he spoke he began stripping the spoils from the son 368 
of Peon, but Alexandrus husband of lovely Helen aimed 
an arrow at him, leaning against a pillar of the monument 
which men had raised to Ilus son of Dardanus, a ruler in 
days of old. Diomed had taken the cuirass from off the 
breast of Agastrophus, his heavy helmet also, and the 
shield from off his shoulders, when Paris drew his bow and 
let fly an arrow that sped not from his hand in vain, but 
pierced the flat of Diomed’s right foot, going right through 
it and fixing itself in the ground. Thereon Paris with a 
hearty laugh sprang forward from his hiding-place, and 
taunted him saying, “ You are wounded—-my arrow has 
not been shot in vain ; would that it had hit you in the 
belly and killed you, for thus the Trojans, who fear you as 
goats fear a lion, would have had a truce from evil.” 

Diomed all undaunted answered, ‘Archer, you who 384 
without your bow are nothing, slanderer and seducer, if 
you were to be tried in single combat fighting in full 
armour, your bow and your arrows would serve you in 
little stead. Vain is your boast in that you have scratched 
the sole of my foot. I care no more than if a girl or some 
silly boy had hit me. A worthless coward can inflict but a 
light wound ; when I wound a man though I but graze his 391 
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392 skin it is another matter, for my weapon will lay him low. 
His wife will tear her cheeks for grief and his children will 
be fatherless : there will he rot, reddening the earth with 
his blood, and vultures, not women, will gather round 
him.” 

396 Thus he spoke, but Ulysses came up and stood over him. 
Under this cover he sat down to draw the arrow from his 
foot, and sharp was the pain he suffered as he did so, 
Then he sprang on to his chariot and bade the charioteer 
drive him to the ships, for he was sick at heart. 

401 Ulysses was now alone; not one of the Argives stood by 
him, for they were all panic-stricken. ‘‘ Alas,” said he to 
himself in his dismay, ‘‘ what will become of me? It is 
ill if I turn and fly before these odds, but it will be worse 
if I am left alone and taken prisoner, for the son of Saturn 
has struck the rest of the Danaans with panic. But why 
talk to myself in this way? Well do I know that though 
cowards quit the field, a hero, whether he wound or be 
wounded, must stand firm and hold his own,” 

411 While he was thus in two minds, the ranks of the 
Trojans advanced and hemmed him in, and bitterly did 
they come to rue it. As hounds and lusty youths set 
upon a wild boar that sallies from his lair whetting his 
white tusks—they attack him from every side and can 
hear the gnashing of his jaws, but for all his fierceness 
they still hold their ground—even so furiously did the 
Trojans attack Ulysses. First he sprang spear in hand 
upon Deiopites and wounded him on the shoulder with 
a downward blow; then he killed Thodn and Ennomus. 
After these he struck Chersidamas in the loins under his 
shield as he had just sprung down from his chariot; so he 
fell in the dust and clutched the earth in the hollow of his 
hand. These he let lie, and went on to wound Charops 
son of Hippasus own brother to noble Socus. -Socus, hero 
that he was, made all speed to help him, and when he was 
close to Ulysses he said, “‘ Far-famed Ulysses, insatiable of 

431 craft and toil, this day you shall either boast of having 
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killed both the sons of Hippasus and stripped them of their 433 
armour, or you shall fall before my spear.” 

With these words he struck the shield of Ulysses. The 434 
spear went through the shield and passed on through his 
richly wrought cuirass, tearing the flesh from his side, but 
Pallas Minerva did not suffer it to pierce the entrails of the 
hero. Ulysses knew that his hour was not yet come, but 
he gave ground and said to Socus, “ Wretch, you shall 
now surely die. You have stayed me from fighting further 
with the Trojans, but you shall now fall by my spear, 
yielding glory to myself, and your soul to Hades of the 
noble steeds.” 

Socus had turned in flight, but as he did so, the spear 446 
struck him in the back midway between the shoulders, 
and went right through his chest. He fell heavily to the 
ground and Ulysses vaunted over him saying, ‘‘O Socus, 
son of Hippasus tamer of horses, death has been too quick 
for you and you have not escaped him: poor wretch, not 
even in death shall your father and mother close your eyes, 
but the ravening vultures shall enshroud you with the 
flapping of their dark wings and devour you. Whereas 
even though I fall the Achzans will give me my due rites 
of burial,” 

So saying he drew Socus’s heavy spear out of his flesh 456 
and from his shield, and the blood welled forth when the 
spear was withdrawn so that he was much dismayed. 
When the Trojans saw that Ulysses was bleeding they 
raised a great shout and came on in a body towards him ; 
he therefore gave ground, and called his comrades to come 
and help him. Thrice did he cry as loudly as man can cry, 
and thrice did brave Menelaus hear him; he turned, there- 
fore, to Ajax who was close beside him and said, “ Ajax, 
noble son of Telamon, captain of your people, the ery of 
Ulysses rings in my ears, as though the Trojans had cut 
him off and were worsting him while he is single-handed. 
Let us make our way through the throng; it will be well 


that we defend him; I fear he may come to harm for all 470 
M 
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his valour if he be left without support, and the Danaans 
would miss him sorely.” 

472 He led the way and mighty Ajax went with him. The 
Trojans had gathered round Ulysses like ravenous mountain 
jackals round the carcase of some horned stag that has been 
hit with an arrow—the stag has fled at full speed so long 
as his blood was warm and his strength has lasted, but 
when the arrow has overcome him, the savage jackals 
devour him in the shady glades of the forest. Then heaven 
sends a fierce lion thither, whereon the jackals Ay im terror 
and the lion robs them of their prey—even so did Trojans 
many and brave gather round crafty Ulysses, but the hero 
stood at bay and kept them off with his spear. Ajax then 
came up with his shield before him like a wall, and stood 
hard by, whereon the Trojans fled in all directions. Mene- 
laus took Ulysses by the hand, and led him out of the press 
while his squire brought up his chariot, but Ajax rushed 
furiously on the Trojans and killed Doryclus, a bastard son 
of Priam; then he wounded Pandocus, Lysandrus, Pyra- 
sus, and Pylartes ; as some swollen torrent comes rushing 
in full flood from the mountains on to the plain, big with 
the rain of heaven—many a dry oak and many a pine does 
it engulf, and much mud does it bring down and cast into 
the sea—even so did brave Ajax chase the foe furiously 
over the plain, slaying both men and horses. 

497 Hector did not yet know what Ajax was doing, for he 
was fighting on the extreme left of the battle by the banks 
of the river Scamander, where the carnage was thickest 
and the war-cry loudest round Nestor and brave Idomeneus. 
Among these Hector was making great slaughter with his 
spear and furious driving, and was destroying the ranks 
that were opposed to him; still the Achzans would have 
given no ground, had not Alexandrus husband of lovely 
Helen stayed the prowess of Machaon shepherd of his 
people, by wounding him in the right shoulder with a 
triple-barbed arrow. The Achzans were in great fear that 

609 as the fight had turned against them the Trojans might 
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take him prisoner, and Idomeneus said to Nestor, “ Nestor 510 
son of Neleus, honour to the Achzan name, mount your 
chariot at once; take Machaon with you and drive your 
horses to the ships as fast as you can. A physician is 
worth more than several other men put together, for he can 
cut out arrows and spread healing herbs.” 

Nestor knight of Gerene did as Idomeneus had coun- 515 
selled ; he at once mounted his chariot, and Machaon son 
of the famed physician Aisculapius went with him. He 
lashed his horses and they flew onward nothing loth towards 
the ships, as though of their own free will. 

Then Cebriones seeing the Trojans in confusion said to 521 
Hector from his place beside him, “ Hector, here are we 
two fighting on the extreme wing of the battle, while the 
other Trojans are in pell-mell rout, they and their horses. 
Ajax son of Telamon is driving them before him; I know 
him by the breadth of his shield: let us turn our chariot 
and horses thither, where horse and foot are fighting most 
desperately, and where the cry of battle is loudest.” 

With this he lashed his goodly steeds, and when they 531 
felt the whip they drew the chariot full speed among the 
Acheans and Trojans, over the bodies and shields of those 
that had fallen: the axle was bespattered with blood, and 
the rail round the car was covered with splashes both from 
the horses’ hoofs and from the tyres of the wheels. Hector 
tore his way through and flung himself into the thick of 
the fight, and his presence threw the Danaans into con- 
fusion, for his spear was not long idle ; nevertheless though 
he went among the ranks with sword and spear, and throw- 
ing great stones, he avoided Ajax son of Telamon, for Jove 
would have been angry with him if he had fought a better 
man than himself, 

Then father Jove from his high throne struck fear into 544 
the heart of Ajax, so that he stood there dazed and threw 
his shield behind him—looking fearfully at the throng of 
his foes as though he were some wild beast, and turning 
hither and thither but crouching slowly backwards. KG 547 
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548 peasants with their hounds chase a lion from their stock- 
yard, and watch by night to prevent his carrying off the 
pick of their herd—he makes his greedy spring, but in vain, 
for the darts from many a strong hand fall thick around 
him, with burning brands that scare him for all his fury, 
and when morning comes he slinks foiled and angry away— 
even so did Ajax, sorely against his will, retreat angrily 
before the Trojans, fearing for the ships of the Achzans, 
Or as some lazy ass that has had many a cudgel broken 
about his back, when he gets into a field begins eating the 
corn—boys beat him but he is too many for them, and 
though they lay about with their sticks they cannot hurt 
him ; still when he has had his fill they at last drive him 
from the field—even so did the Trojans and their allies 
pursue great Ajax, ever smiting the middle of his shield 
with their darts. Now and again he would turn and show 
fight, keeping back the battalions of the Trojans, and then 
he would again retreat ; but he prevented any of them from 
making his way to the ships. Single-handed he stood mid- 
way between the Trojans and Achzans: the spears that 
sped from their hands stuck some of them in his mighty 
shield, while many, though thirsting for his blood, fell to 
the ground ere they could reach him to the wounding of 

. his fair flesh. 

575 Now when Eurypylus the brave son of Eusemon saw that 
Ajax was being overpowered by the rain of arrows, he went 
up to him and hurled his spear. He struck Apisaon son 
of Phausius in the liver below the midriff, and laid him 
low. Hurypylus sprang upon him, and stripped the armour 
from his shoulders; but when Alexandrus saw him, he 
aimed an arrow at him which struck him in the right thigh ; 
the arrow broke, but the point that was left in the wound 
dragged on the thigh ; he drew back, therefore, under cover 
of his comrades to save his life, shouting as he did so to 
the Danaans, ‘‘ My friends, princes and counsellors of the 
Argives, rally to the defence of Ajax who is being over- 

690 powered, and I doubt whether he will come out of the fight 
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alive. Hither, then, to the rescue of great Ajax son of 
Telamon.” 

Even so did he cry when he was wounded ; thereon the 
others came near, and gathered round him, holding their 
shields upwards from their shoulders so as to give him 
cover. Ajax then made towards them, and turned round 
to stand at bay as soon as he had reached his men. 

Thus then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. Mean- 
while the mares of Neleus, all in a lather with sweat, were 
bearing Nestor out of the fight, and with him Machaon 
shepherd of his people. Achilles saw and took note, for 
he was standing on the stern of his ship watching the hard 
stress and struggle of the fight. He called from the ship 
to his comrade Patroclus, who heard him in the tent and 
came out looking like Mars himself—here indeed was the 
beginning of the ill that presently befell him. “ Why,” 
said he, “ Achilles, do you call me? what do youn want with 
me?” And Achilles answered, ‘‘Noble son of Mencetius, 
man after my own heart, I take it that I shall now have 
the Acheans praying at my knees, for they are in great 
straits; go, Patroclus, and ask Nestor who it is that he 
is bearing away wounded from the field; from his back 
I should say it was Machaon son of Alsculapius, but I 
could not see his face for the horses went by me at full 
speed,” 


592 


Patroclus did as his dear comrade had bidden him, and 616 


set off running by the ships and tents of the Achzans. 


When Nestor and Machaon had reached the tents of 618 


the son of Neleus, they dismounted, and an esquire, Enry- 
medon, took the horses from the chariot. The pair then 
stood in the breeze by the seaside to dry the sweat from 
their shirts, and when they had so done they came inside 
and took their seats. Fair Hecamedé, whom Nestor had 
had awarded to him from Tenedos when Achilles took it, 
mixed them a mess; she was danghter of wise Arsinöus, 
and the Achæans had given her to Nestor because he ex- 


celled all of them in counsel. #First she set for them a 628 


629 


645 


655 
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fair and well-made tahle that had feet of cyanus; on it 
there was a vessel of bronze and an onion to give relish 
to the drink, with honey and cakes of barley-meal. There 
was also a cup of rare workmanship which the old man 
had brought with him from home, studded with bosses of 
gold ; it had four handles, on each of which there were two 
golden doves feeding, and it had two feet to stand on. Any 
one else would hardly have been able to lift it from the 
table when it was full, but Nestor could do so quite easily. 
In this the woman, as fair as a goddess, mixed them a mess 
with Pramnian wine; she grated goat’s-milk cheese into it 
with a bronze grater, threw in a handful of white barley- 
meal, and having thus prepared the mess she bade them 
drink it. When they had done so and had thus quenched 
their thirst, they fell talking with one another, and at this 
moment Patroclus appeared at the door. 

When the old man saw him he sprang from his seat, 
seized his hand, led him into the tent, and hade him take 
his place among them ; but Patroclus stood where he was 
and said, ‘‘ Noble sir, I may not stay, you cannot persuade 
me to come in; he that sent me is not one to he trifled 
with, and he bade me ask who the wounded man was whom 
you were bearing away from the field. I can now see for 
myself that he is Machaon shepherd of his people. I must 
go back and tell Achilles. You, sir, know what a terrible 
man he is, and how ready to blame even where no blame 
should lie.” s 

And Nestor answered, ‘“ Why should Achilles care to 
know how many of the Achæans may be wounded? He 
recks not of the.dismay that reigns in our host; our most 
valiant chieftains lie disabled, brave Diomed son of Tydeus 
is wounded ; so are Ulysses and Agamemnon; Eurypylus 
has been bit with an arrow in the thigh, and I have just 
been bringing this man from the field—he too wounded 
with an arrow; nevertheless Achilles, so valiant though 
he be, cares not and knows no ruth. Will he wait till 


666 the ships, do what we may, are in a blaze, and we perish 
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one upon the other? As for me, I have no strength nor 668 
stay in me any longer; would that I were still young and 
strong as in the days when there was a fight between us 
and the men of Elis about some cattle-raiding. I then 
killed Itymoneus the valiant son of Hypeirochus a dweller 
in Elis, as I was driving in the spoil; he was hit by a 
dart thrown by my hand while fighting in the front rank 
in defence of his cows, so he fell and the country people 
around him were in great fear. We drove off a vast 
quantity of booty from the plain, fifty herds of cattle and 
as many flocks of sheep; fifty droves also of pigs, and as 
many wide-spreading flocks of goats. Of horses moreover 
we selzed a hundred and fifty, all of them mares, and 
mauy had foals running with them. All these did we 
drive by night to Pylus the city of Neleus, taking them 
within the city ; and the heart of Neleus was glad in that 
I had taken so much, though it was the first time I had 
ever been in the field. At daybreak the heralds went 
round crying that all in Elis to whom there was a debt 
owing should come; and the leading Pylians assembled to 
divide the spoils. There were many to whom the Epeans 
owed chattels, for we men of Pylus were few and had 
been oppressed with wrong; in former years Hercules 
had come, and had laid his hand heavy upon us, so that 
all our best men had perished. Neleus had had twelve 
sons, but I alone was left; the others had all been killed. 
The Epeans presuming upon all this had looked down upon 
us and had done us much evil. My father chose a herd 
of cattle and a great flock of sheep—three hundred in 
all—and he took their shepherds with him, for there was 
a great debt due to him in Elis, to wit four horses, winners 
of prizes. They and their chariots with them had gone to 
the games and were to run for a tripod, but King Augeas 
took them, and sent back their driver grieving for the loss 
of his horses. Neleus was angered by what he had both said 
and done, and took great value in return, but he divided 
the rest, that no man might have less than his full share. 705 
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“Thus did we order all things, and offer sacrifices to 
the gods throughout the city; but three days afterwards 
the Epeans came in a body, many in number, they and 
their chariots, in full array, and with them the two 
Moliones in their armour, though they were still lads 
and unused to fighting. Now there is a certain town, 
Thryoëssa, perched upon a rock on the river Alpheus, 
the horder city of Pylus; this they would destroy, and 
pitched their camp about it, but when they had crossed 
their whole plain, Minerva darted down by night from 
Olympus and bade us set ourselves in array; and she 
found willing soldiers in Pylos, for the men meant fight- 
ing. Neleus would not let me arm, and hid my horses, 
for he said that as yet I could know nothing about war; 
nevertheless Minerva so ordered the fight that, all on foot 
as I was, I fought among our mounted forces and vied 
with the foremost of them. There is a river Minyelus 
that falls into the sea near Arene, and there they that 
were mounted (and I with them) waited till morning, 
when the companies of foot soldiers came up with us in 
force. Thence in full panoply and equipment we came 
towards noon to the sacred waters of the Alpheus, and 
there we offered victims to almighty Jove, with a bull 
to Alpheus, another to Neptune, and a herd-heifer to 
Minerva. After this we took supper in our companies, 
and laid us down to rest each in his armour by the river. 

“The Epeans were beleaguering the city and were 
determined to take it, but ere this might be there was 
a desperate fight in store for them. When the sun’s 
rays began to fall upon the earth we joined battle, pray- 
ing to Jove and to Minerva, and when the fight had 
begun, I was the first to kill my man and take his 
horses—to wit the warrior Mulius. He was son-in-law 
to Augeas, having married his eldest daughter, golden- 
haired Agamedé, who knew the virtues of every herb 
which grows upon the face of the earth. I speared him 


742 as he was coming towards me, and when he fell headlong 
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in the dust, [ sprang upon his chariot and took my place 743 
in the front ranks, The Epeans fled in all directions 
when they saw the captain of their horsemen (the best 
man they had) laid low, and I swept down on them like 
a whirlwind, taking fifty chariots—and in each of them 
two men bit the dust, slain by my spear. I should have 
even killed the two Moliones sons of Actor, nnless their 
real father, Neptune lord of the earthquake, had hidden 
them in a thick mist and borne them out of the fight. 
Thereon Jove vouchsafed the Pylians a great victory, 
for we chased them far over the plain, killing the men 
and bringing in their armour, till we had brought our 
horses to Buprasium rich in wheat and to the Olenian 
rock, with the hill that is called Alision, at which point 
Minerva turned the people back. There I slew the last 
man and left him; then the Achzans drove their horses 
back from Buprasium to Pylos and gave thanks to Jove 
among the gods, and among mortal men to Nestor. L 
“Such was I among my peers, as surely as ever was, 762 
but Achilles is for keeping all his valour for himself; 
bitterly will he rue it hereafter when the host is being 
cut to pieces. My good friend, did not Mencetius charge 
you thus, on the day when he sent you from Phthia to 
Agamemnon? Ulysses and I were in the house, inside, 
and heard all that he said to you; for we came to the 
fair house of Peleus while beating up recruits thronghout 
all Achæa, and when we got there we found Mencetius 
and yourself, and Achilles with yon. The old knight 
Peleus was in the outer court, roasting the fat thigh- 
bones of a heifer to Jove the lord of thunder; and he 
held a gold chalice in his hand from which he poured 
drink-offerings of wine over the burning sacrifice. You 
two were busy cutting up the heifer, and at that moment 
we stood at the gates, whereon Achilles sprang to his 
feet, led us by the hand into the house, placed us at 
table, and set before us such hospitable entertainment as 
guests expect. When we had satisfied ourselves with 780 
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meat and drink, I said my say and urged both of you 
to join us. You were ready enough to do so, and the 
two old men charged you much and straitly. Old 
Peleus bade his son Achilles fight ever among the fore- 
most and outvie his peers, while Mencetius the son of 
Actor spoke thus to you: ‘My son,’ said he, ‘ Achilles 
is of nobler birth than you are, but you are older than 
he, though he is far the better man of the two. Counsel 
him wisely, guide him in the right way, and he will follow 
you to his own profit.’ Thus did your father charge you, 
but you have forgotten; nevertheless, even now, say all 
this to Achilles if he will listen to you. Who knows 
but with heaven’s help you may talk him over, for it is 
good to take a friend’s advice. If, however, he is fearful 
about some oracle, or if his mother has told him some- 
thing from Jove, then let him send you, and let the rest 
of the Myrmidons follow with you, if perchance you may 
bring light and saving to the Danaans. And let him 
send you into battle clad in his own armour, that the 
Trojans may mistake you for him and leave off fighting ; 
the sons of the Achzans may thus have time to get their 
breath, for they are hard pressed and there is little breath- 
ing time in battle. You, who are fresh, might easily 
drive a tired enemy back to his walls and away from the 
tents and ships.” 

With these words he moved the heart of Patroclus, 
who set off running by the line of the ships to Achilles, 
descendant of Æacus. When he had got as far as the 
ships of Ulysses, where was their place of assembly and 
court of justice, with their altars dedicated to the gods, 
Eurypylus son of Euæmon met him, wounded in the thigh 
with an arrow, and limping out of the fight. Sweat 
rained from his head and shoulders, and black blood 
welled from his cruel wound, but his mind did not 
wander. The son of Mencetius when he saw him had 
compassion upon him and spoke piteously saying, “0O 


816 unhappy princes and counsellors of the Danaans, are you 
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then doomed to feed the hounds of Troy with your fat, 817 
far from your friends and your native land? say, noble 
Kurypylus, will the Achzans be able to hold great Hector 
in check, or will they fall now before his spear?” = 

Wounded Eurypylus made answer, “Noble Patroclus, 823 
there is no hope left for the Achæans but they will perish 
at their ships. All they that were princes among us are 
lying struck down and wounded at the hands of the Tro- 
jans, who are waxing stronger and stronger. But save 
me and take me to your ship; cut out the arrow from my 
thigh; wash the black blood from off it with warm water, 
and lay upon it those gracious herbs which, so they say, 
have been shown you by Achilles, who was himself shown 
them by Chiron, most righteous of all the centaurs. For 
of the physicians Podalirius and Machaon, I hear that the 
one is lying wounded in his tent and is himself in need of 
healing, while the other is fighting the Trojans upon the 
plain.” 

“Hero Eurypylus,” replied the brave son of Mencetius, 837 
“how may these things be? What can I do? I am on 
my way to bear a message to noble Achilles from Nestor 
of Gerene, bulwark of the Achzans, but even so I will 
not be unmindful of your distress.” 

_ With this he clasped him round the middle and led him 842 
into the tent, and a servant, when he saw him, spread 
bullock-skins on the ground for him to lie on. He laid 
him at full length and cut out the sharp arrow from his 
thigh; he washed the black blood from the wound with 
warm water; he then crushed a bitter herb, rubbing it 
between his hands, and spread it upon the wound; this 
was a virtuous herb which killed all pain; so the wound 
presently dried and the blood left off flowing. 848 


BOOK XII 
The Trojans and their allies break the wall, led on by Hector. 


So the son of Mencetius was attending to the hurt of 
Eurypylus within the tent, but the Argives and Trojans 
still fought desperately, nor were the trench and the high 
wall above it, to keep the Trojans in check longer. They 
had built it to protect their ships, and had dug the trench 
all round it that it might safeguard both the ships and the 
rich spoils which they had taken, but they had not offered 
hecatombs to the gods. It had been built without the 
consent of the immortals, and therefore 1t did not last. So 
long as Hector lived and Achilles nursed his anger, and 
so long as the city of Priam remained untaken, the great 
wall of the Achzans stood firm; but when the bravest of 
the Trojans were no more, and many also of the Argives, 
though some were yet left alive—when, moreover, the city 
was sacked in the tenth year, and the Argives had gone 
back with their ships to their own country—then Neptune 
and Apollo took counsel to destroy the wall, and they 
turned on to it the streams of all the rivers from Mount 
Ida into the sea, Rhesus, Heptaporus, Caresus, Rhodius, 
Grenicus, Alsopus, and goodly Scamander, with Simois, 
where many a shield and helm had fallen, and many a 
hero of the race of demigods had bitten the dust. Phoebus 
Apollo turned the mouths of all these rivers together and 
made them flow for nine days against the wall, while Jove 
rained the whole time that he might wash it sooner into 
the sea. Neptune himself, trident in hand, surveyed the 
work and threw into the sea all the foundations of beams 


29 and stones which the Achzans had laid with so much toil; 
188 
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he made all level by the mighty stream of the Hellespont, 30 
and then when he had swept the wall away he spread a 
great’ beach of sand over the place where it had been. 
This done he turned the rivers back into their old courses. 

This was what Neptune and Apollo were to do in after 34 
time; but as yet battle and turmoil were still raging round 
the wall till its timbers rang under the blows that rained 
upon them. The Argives, cowed by the scourge of Jove, 
were hemmed in at their ships in fear of Hector the mighty 
minister of Rout, who as heretofore fought with the force 
and fury of a whirlwind. As a lion or wild boar turns 
fiercely on the dogs and men that attack him, while these 
form a solid wall and shower their javelins as they face 
him—his courage is all undaunted, but his high spirit will 
be the death of him ; many a time does he charge at his 
pursuers to scatter them, and they fall back as often as he 
does so—even so did Hector go about among the host 
exhorting his men, and cheering them on to cross the 
trench. 

But the horses dared not do so, and stood neighing upon 50 
its brink, for the width frightened them. They could neither 
jump it nor cross it, for it had overhanging banks all 
round upon either side, above which there were the sharp 
stakes that the sons of the Achzans had planted so close 
and strong as a defence against all who would assail it; a 
horse, therefore, could not get into it and draw his chariot 
after him, but those who were on foot kept trying their 
very utmost. Then Polydamas went up to Hector and 
said, “ Hector, and you other captains of the Trojans and 
allies, it is madness for us to try and drive our horses 
across the trench; it will be very hard to cross, for it is 
full of sharp stakes, and beyond these there is the wall. 
Our horses therefore cannot get down into it, and would 
be of no use if they did ; moreover it is a narrow place and 
we should come to harm. If, indeed, great Jove is minded 
to help the Trojans, and in his anger will utterly destroy 
the Achzans, I would myself gladly see them perish now 69 
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70 and here far from Argos; but if they should rally and we 
are driven back from the ships pell-mell into the trench 
there will be not so much as a man get back to the city to 
tell the tale. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; let 
our squires hold our horses by the trench, but let us follow 
Hector in a body on foot, clad in full armour, and if the 
day of their doom is at hand the Achzeans will not be able 
to withstand us.” 

80 ‘Thus spoke Polydamas and his saying pleased Hector, 
who sprang in full armour to the ground, and all the other 
Trojans, when they saw him do so, also left their chariots. 
Each man then gave his horses over to his charioteer in 
charge to hold them ready for him at the trench. Then 
they formed themselves into companies, made themselves 
ready, and in five hodies followed their leaders. Those 
that went with Hector and Polydamas were the bravest 
and most in number, and the most determined to break 
through the wall and fight at the ships. Cebriones was 
also joined with them as third in command, for Hector 
had left his chariot in charge of a less valiant soldier. The 
next company was led by Paris, Alcathoiis, and Agenor; 
the third by Helenus and Deiphobus, two sons of Priam, 
and with them was the hero Asius—Asius the son of 
Hyrtacus, whose great black horses of the breed that 
comes from the river Selleis had brought him from Arisbe. 
4Eneas the valiant son of Anchises led the fourth; he and 
the two sons of Antenor, Archelochus and Acamas, men 
well versed in all the arts of war. Sarpedon was captain 
over the allies, and took with him Glaucus and Asteropzus 
whom he deemed most valiant after himself—for he was 
far the best man of them all. These helped to array one 
another in their ox-hide shields, and then charged straight 
at the Danaans, for they felt sure that they would not 
hold out longer and that they should themselves now fall 
upon. the ships. 

108 The rest of the Trojans and their allies now followed the 
counsel of Polydamas, but Asius son of Hyrtacus would 
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not leave his horses and his esquire behind him ; in his 
foolhardiness he took them on with him towards the ships, 
nor did he fail to come by his end in consequence. Never- 
more was he to return to wind-beaten Ilius, exulting in his 
chariot and his horses; ere he could do so, death of ill- 
omened name had overshadowed him and he had fallen by 
the spear of Idomeneus the noble son of Deucalion. He 
had driven towards the left wing of the ships, by which 
way the Achzans used to return with their chariots and 
horses from the plain. Hither he drove and found the 
gates with their doors opened wide, and the great bar. 
down—for the gatemen kept them open so as to let those 
of their comrades enter who might be flying towards the 
ships. Hither of set purpose did he direct his horses, and 
his men followed him with a loud cry, for they felt sure 
that the Achzans would not hold out longer, and that they 
should now fall upon the ships. Little did they know that 
at the gates they should find two of the bravest chieftains, 
proud sons of the fighting Lapithe—the one, Polypcetes, 
mighty son of Pirithoiis, and the other Leonteus, peer of 
murderous Mars. These stood before the gates like two 
high oak trees upon the mountains, that tower from their 
wide-spreading roots, and year after year battle with wind 
and rain—even so did these two men await the onset 
of great Asins confidently and without flinching. The 
Trojans led by him and by Jamenus, Orestes, Adamas the 
son of Asius, Thoon and Ginomaus, raised a loud cry of 
battle and made straight for the wall, holding their shields 
of dry ox-hide above their heads; for a while’ the two 
defenders remained inside and cheered the Achzans on to 
stand firm in the defence of their ships; when, however, 
they saw that the Trojans were attacking the wall, while 
the Danaans were crying out for help and being routed, 
they rushed outside and fought in front of the gates like 
two wild boars upon the mountains that abide the attack 
of men and dogs, and charging on either side break down 
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the wood all round them tearing it up by the roots, and 148 
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one can hear the clattering of their tusks, till some one 
hits them and makes an end of them—even so did the 
gleaming bronze rattle about their breasts, as the weapons 
fell upon them ; for they fought with great fury, trusting 
to their own prowess and to those who were on the wall 
above them. These threw great stones at their assailants 
in defence of themselves their tents and their ships. The 
stones fell thick as the flakes of snow which some fierce 
blast drives from the dark clouds and showers down in 
sheets upon the earth—even so fell the weapons from the 
hands alike of Trojans and Achæans. Helmet and shield 
rang out as the great stones rained upon them, and Asius 
the son of Hyrtacus in his dismay cried aloud and smote 
his two thighs. ‘‘ Father Jove,” he cried, “of a truth you 
too are altogether given to lying. I made sure the Argive 
heroes could not withstand us, whereas like slim-waisted 
wasps, or bees that have their nests in the rocks by the 
wayside—they leave not the holes wherein they have built 
undefended, but fight for their little ones against all who 
would take them—even so these men, though they be but 
two, will not be driven from the gates, but stand firm 
either to slay or be slain.” 

He spoke, but moved not the mind of Jove, whose 
counsel it then was to give glory to Hector. Meanwhile 
the rest of the Trojans were fighting about the other gates; 
I, however, am no god to be able to tell about all these 
things, for the battle raged everywhere about the stone 
wall as it were a fiery furnace. The Argives, discomfited 
though they were, were forced to defend their ships, and 
all the gods who were defending the Achzans were vexed 
in spirit; but the Lapithe kept on fighting with might. 
and main, 

Thereon Polypcetes, mighty son of Pirithoiis, hit Damasus 
with a spear upon his cheek-pierced helmet. The helmet 
did not protect him, for the point of the spear went’ 
through it, and broke the bone, so that the brain inside 


186 was scattered about, and he died fighting. He then slew 
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Pylon and Ormenus. Leonteus, of the race of Mars, killed 188 
Hippomachus the son of Antimachus by striking him with 
his spear upon the girdle. He then drew his sword and 
sprang first upon Antiphates whom he killed in close 
combat, and who fell face upwards on the earth. After 
him he killed Menon, Iamenus, and Orestes, and laid them 
low one after the other. 

While they were busy stripping the armour from these 195 

heroes, the youths who were led on by Polydamas and 
_ Hector (and these were the greater part and the most valiant 
of those that were trying to break through the wall and 
fire the ships) were still standing by the trench, uncertain 
what ‘they should do; for they had seen a sign from 
heaven when they had essayed to cross it—a soaring eagle 
that flew skirting the left wing of their host, with a mon- 
strous blood-red snake in its talons still alive and struggling 
to escape. ‘The snake was still bent on revenge, wriggling 
and twisting itself backwards till it struck the bird that 
held it, on the neck and breast; whereon the bird being in 
pain, let it fall, dropping it into the middle of the host, and 
then flew down the wind with a sharp cry. The Trojans 
were struck with terror when they saw the snake, portent 
of egis-hearing Jove, writhing in the midst of them, and 
Polydamas went up to Hector and said, ‘‘ Hector, at our 
councils of war you are ever given to rebuke me, even 
when I speak wisely, as though it were not well, forsooth, 
that one of the people should cross your will either j in the 
field or at the-council board ; you would have them support 
you always : nevertheless I mil say what I think will be 
best; let us not now go on to fight the Danaans at their 
aie for I know what will happen if this soaring eagle 
which skirted the left wing of our host with a monstrous 
blood-red snake in its talons (the snake being still alive) 
was really sent as an omen to the Trojans on their essaying 
to cross the trench. ‘The eagle let go her hold; she did 
not succeed in taking it home to hen little ones, and so 


will it pe with ourselves ; even thongh by a mighty effort 224 
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224 we break through the gates and wall of the Achæans, and 
they give way before us, still we shall not return in good 
order by the way we came, but shall leave many a man 
behind us whom the Achæans will do to death in defence 
of theirships. Thus would any seer who was expert in these 
matters, and was trusted by the people, read the portent.” 

230 Hector looked fiercely at him and said, “ Polydamas, I 
like not of your reading. You can find a better saying 
than this if yon will. If, however, you have spoken in 
good earnest, then indeed has heaven robbed you of your 
reason. You would have me pay no heed to the counsels 
of Jove, nor to the promises he made me—and he bowed 
his head in confirmation ; you bid me be ruled rather by the 
flight of wild-fowl. What care I whether they fly towards 
dawn or dark, and whether they be on my right hand or on 
my left? Let us put our trust rather in the counsel of 
great Jove, king of mortals and immortals. There is one 
omen, and one only—that a man should fight for his 
country. Why are you so fearful? Though we beall of us 
slain at the ships of the Argives you are not likely to be 
killed yourself, for you are not steadfast nor courageous. 
If you will not fight, or would talk others over from doing 
so, you shall fall forthwith before my spear.” 

251 With these words he led the way, and the others followed 
after with a cry that rent the air. Then Jove the lord of 
thunder sent the blast of a mighty wind from the moun- 
tains of Ida, that bore the dust down towards the ships; 
he thus lulled the Achzans into security, and gave victory 
to Hector and to the Trojans, who, trusting to their own 
might and to the signs he had shown them, essayed to 
break through the great wall of the Acheans. They tore 
down the breastworks from the walls, and overthrew the 
battlements ; they upheaved the buttresses, which the 
Achwans had set in front of the wall in order to support 
it; when they had pulled these down they made sure of 
breaking throngh the wall, but the Danaans still showed 

262 no sign of giving ground; they still fenced the battlements 
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with their shields of ox-hide, and hurled their missiles 
down upon the foe as soon as any came below the wall. 

The two Ajaxes went about everywhere on the walls 
cheering on the Achæans, giving fair words to some while 
they spoke sharply to any one whom they saw to be remiss. 
“My friends,” they cried, “ Argives one and all—good bad 
and indifferent, for there was never fight yet, in which all 
were of equal prowess—there is now work enough, as you 
very well know, for all of you. See that you none of you 
turn in flight towards the ships, daunted by the shouting of 
the foe, but press forward and keep one another in heart, 
if it may so be that Olympian Jove the lord of lightning 
will vouchsafe us to repel our foes, and drive them back 
towards the city.” 

Thus did the two go about shouting and cheering the 
Achzans on. As the flakes that fall thick upon a winter’s 
day, when Jove is minded to snow and to display these his 
arrows to mankind—he lulls the wind to rest, and snows 
hour after hour till he has buried the tops of the high 
mountains, the headlands that jut into the sea, the grassy 
plains, and the tilled fields of men; the snow lies deep 
upon the forelands and havens of the grey sea, but the 
waves as they come rolling in stay it that it can come no 
further, though all else is wrapped as with a mantle so 
heavy are the heavens with snow—even thus thickly did 
the stones fall on one side and on the other, some thrown 
at the Trojans, and some by the Trojans at the Achzans; 
and the whole wall was in an uproar. 


bo 
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Still the Trojans and brave Hector would not yet have 290 


broken down the gates and the great bar, had not Jove 
turned his son Sarpedon against the Argives as a lion 
against a herd of horned cattle. Before him he held his 
shield of hammered bronze, that the smith had beaten so 
fair and round, and had lined with ox hides which he had 


made fast with rivets of gold’ all round the shield ; this 297 


l Or perhaps “had stitched with gold wire.” See National Review, 
November 1896, p. 336. 
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298 he held in front of him, and brandishing his two spears 
came on like some lion of the wilderness, who has been 
long famished for want of meat and will dare break even 
into a well-fenced homestead to try and get at the sheep. He 
may find the shepherds keeping watch over their flocks 
with dogs and spears, but he is in no mind to be driven 
from the fold till he has had a try for it; he will either 
spring on a sheep and carry it off, or be hit by a spear 
from some strong hand—even so was Sarpedon fain to` 
attack the wall and break down its battlements. Then he 
said to Glaucus son of Hippolochus, ‘‘Glaucus, why in 
Lycia do we receive especial honour as regards our place at 
table? Why are the choicest portions served us and our 
cups kept brimming, and why do men look up to us as 
though we were gods? Moreover we hold a large estate 
by the banks of the river Xanthus, fair with orchard lawns 
and wheat-growing land ; it becomes us, therefore, to take 
our stand at the head of all the Lycians and bear the brunt 
of the fight, that one may say to another, ‘Our princes in 
Lycia eat the fat of the land and drink the best of wine, 
but they are fine fellows; they fight well and are ever at 
the front in battle.’ My good friend, if, when we were 
once out of this fight, we could escape old age and death 
thenceforward and for ever, I should neither press forward 
myself nor bid you do so, but death in ten thousand shapes 
hangs ever over our heads, and no man can elude him; 
therefore let us go forward and either win glory for ourselves, 
or yield it to another.” 

329 Glaucus heeded his saying, and the pair forthwith led on 
the host of Lycians. Menestheus son of Peteos was dis- 
mayed when he saw them, for it was against his part of the 
wall that they came—bringing destruction with them; he 
looked along the wall for some chieftain to support his 
comrades and saw the two Ajaxes, men ever eager for the 
fray, and Teucer, who had just come from his tent, standing 
near them ; but he could not make his voice heard by shout- 

338 ing to them, so great an uproar was there from clashing 
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shields and helmets and the battering of. gates with a din 339 
which reached the skies. For all the gates had been closed, 
and the Trojans were hammering at them to try and break 
their way through them. Menestheus, therefore, sent 
Thodtes with a message to Ajax. ‘Run, good Thodtes,” 
said he, ‘‘and call Ajax, or better still bid both come, for 
it will be all over with us here directly ; the leaders of the 
Lycians are upon us, men who have ever fought desperately 
heretofore. But if the pair have too much on their hands 
to let them both come, at any rate let Ajax son of Telamon 
do so, and let Teucer the famous bowman come with him.” 

The messenger did as he was told, and set off running 351 
along the wall of the Achæans. When he reached the 
Ajaxes he said to them, ‘‘Sirs, princes of the Argives, the 
son of noble Peteos bids you come to him for a while and 
help him. You had better both come if you can, or it will 
be all over with him directly ; the leaders of the Lycians 
are upon him, men who have ever fought desperately here- 
tofore; if you have too much on your hands to let both 
come, at any rate let Ajax son of Telamon do so, and let 
Teucer the famous bowman come with him.” 

Great Ajax, son of Telamon, heeded the message, and at 364 
once spoke to the son of Oileus. ‘‘ Ajax,” said he, ‘do you 
two, yourself and brave Lycomedes, stay here and keep the 
Danaans in heart to fight their hardest. J will go over 
yonder, and bear my part in the fray, but I will come back 
here at once as soon as I have given them the help they 
need,” 

With this, Ajax son of Telamon set off, and Teucer his 370 
brother by the same father went also, with Pandion to 
carry Teucer’s bow. They went along inside the wall, and 
when they came to the tower where Menesthens was (and 
hard pressed indeed did they find him) the brave captains 
and leaders of the Lycians were storming the battlements 
as it were a thick dark cloud, fighting in close quarters, 
and raising the battle-cry aloud. 

First, Ajax son of Telamon killed *brave Epicles, a com- 378 
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380 rade of Sarpedon, hitting him with a jagged stone that lay 
by the battlements at the very top of the wall. As men 
now are, even one who is in the bloom of youth could 
hardly lift it with his two hands, but Ajax raised it high 
aloft and flung it down, smashing Epicles’ four-crested 
helmet so that the bones of his head were crushed to 
pieces, and he fell from the high wall as though he were 
diving, with no more life left in him. Then Teucer wounded 
Glaucus the brave son of Hippolochus as he was coming on 
to attack the wall. He saw his shoulder bare and aimed 
an arrow at it, which made Glaucus leave off fighting, 
Thereon he sprang covertly down for fear some of the 
Acheans might see that he was wounded and taunt him, 
Sarpedon was stung with grief when he saw Glaucus leave 
him, still he did not leave off fighting, but aimed his spear 
at Alemaon the son of Thestor and hit him. He drew his 
spear back again and Alemaon came down headlong after it 
with his bronzed armour rattling round him. Then Sar- 
pedon seized the battlement in his strong hands, and tugged 
at it till it all gave way together, and a breach was made 
through which many might pass. 

400 Ajaxand Teucer then both of them attacked him. Teucer 
hit him with an arrow on the band that bore the shield 
which covered his body, but Jove saved his son from de- 
struction that he might not fall by the ships’ sterns. 
Meanwhile Ajax sprang on him and pierced his shield, but 
the spear did not go clean through, though it hustled him 
back that he could come on no further.- He therefore 
retired a little space from the battlement, yet without 
losing all his ground, for he still thought to cover himself 
with glory. Then he turned round and shouted to the 
brave Lycians saying, ‘‘ Lycians, why do you thus fail me? 
For all my prowess I cannot break through the wall and 
open a way to the ships single-handed. Come close on 
behind me, for the more there are of us the better.” 

413 The Lycians, shamed by his rebuke, pressed closer round 
him who was their counsellor and their king. The Argives 
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on their part got their men in fighting order within the 415 
wall, and there was a deadly struggle between them. The 
Lycians could not break through the wall and force their 
way to the ships, nor could the Danaans drive the Lycians 
from the wall now that they had once reached it. As two 
men, measuring-rods in hand, quarrel ahout their boun- 
daries in a field that they own in common, and stickle for 
their rights though they be but in a mere strip, even so did 
the battlements now serve as a bone of contention, and 
they beat one another’s round shields for their possession. 
Many a man’s body was wounded with the pitiless bronze, 
as he turned round and bared his back to the foe, and 
many were struck clean through their shields; the wall 
and battlements were everywhere deluged with the blood 
alike of Trojans and of Achzans. But even so the Trojans 
could not rout the Achzans, who still held on; and as 
some honest hard-working woman weighs wool in her 
balance and sees that the scales be true, for she would 
gain some pitiful earnings for her little ones, even so was 
the fight balanced evenly between them till the time came 
when Jove gave osa Tent gI to Hector son of Priam, 
who, was Era the wall of the Achæans. 
wA he so, he cried alond to the Trojans, “ Up, 
Trojans, break the wall of the Argives, and fling fire upon 
their ships.” 

Thus did he hound them on, and in one body they 442 
rushed straight at the wall as he had bidden them, and 
scaled the battlements with sharp spears in their hands. 
Hector laid hold of a stone that lay just ontside the gates 
and was thick at one end but pointed at the other; two of 
the best men in a town, as men now are, could hardly raise 
it from the ground and put it on to a waggon, but Hector 
lifted it quite easily by himself, for the son of scheming 
Saturn made it light for him. As a shepherd picks up a 
ram’s fleece with one hand and finds it no burden, so easily 
did Hector lift the great stone and drive it right at the 
doors that closed the gates so strong and so firmly set. 454 


200 THE TROJANS SCALE THE WALL [mb 


455 These doors were double and high, and were kept closed by 
two cross-bars to which there was but one key. When he 
had got close up to them, Hector strode towards them that 
his blow might gain in force and struck them in the middle, 
leaning his whole weight against them. He broke both 
hinges, and the stone fell inside by reason of its great 
weight. The portals re-echoed with the sound, the bars 
held no longer, and the doors flew open, one one way, and 
the other the other, through the force of the blow. Then 
brave Hector leaped inside with a face as dark as that of 
flying night. The gleaming bronze flashed fiercely about 
his body and he had two spears in his hand. None but a 
god could have withstood him as he flung himself into the 
gateway, and his eyes glared like fire. Then he turned 
round towards the Trojans and called on them to scale the 
wall, and they did as he bade them—some of them at once 
climbing over the wall, while others passed through the 
gates. The Danaans then fled panic-stricken towards their 

471 ships, and all was uproar and confusion. 


BOOK XIII 


Neptune helps the Achwans—The feats of Idomeneus— 
Hector at the ships. 


Now when Jove had thus brought Hector and the Trojans 
to the ships, he left them to their never-ending toil, and 
turned his keen eyes away, looking elsewhither towards 
the horse-breeders of Thrace, the Mysians, fighters at close 
quarters, the noble Hippemolgi, who live on milk, and the 
Abians, justest of mankind. He no longer turned so 


much as a glance towards Troy, for he did not think ~ 


that any of the immortals would go and help cither 
Trojans or Danaans. 

But King Neptune had kept no blind look-out; he had 
been looking admiringly on the battle from his seat on 
the topmost crests of wooded Samothrace, whence he could 
see all Ida,’ with the city of Priam and the ships of the 
Acheans. He had come from under the sea and taken 
his place here, for he pitied the Achzans who were being 
overcome by the Trojans; and he was furiously angry 
with Jove, 

Presently he came down from his post on the mountain 
top, and as he strode swiftly onwards the high hills and 
the forest quaked beneath the tread of his immortal feet. 
Three strides he took, and with the fourth he reached his 
goal— Ægæ, where is his glittering golden palace, im- 
perishable, in the depths of the sea. When he got there, 
he yoked his fleet brazen-footed steeds with their manes of 
gold all flying in the wind; he clothed himself in raiment 


+ Ida is quite small, and by no means conspicuous as seen from 
Troy. It must be only visible on rare days from Samothrace, but 
no doubt it can be just seen sometimes. 
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26 of gold, grasped his gold whip, and took his stand upon 


his chariot. As he went his way over the waves the sea- 
monsters left their lairs, for they knew their lord, and 
came gambolling round him from every quarter of the 
deep, while the sea in her gladness opened a path before 
his chariot. So lightly did the horses fly that the bronze 
axle of the car was not even wet beneath it; and thus his 
bounding steeds took him to the ships of the Achzans. 

Now there is a certain huge cavern in the depths of 
the sea midway between Tenedos and rocky Imbrus; here 
Neptune lord of the earthquake stayed his horses, unyoked 
them, and set before them their ambrosial forage. He 
hobbled their feet with hobbles of gold which none could 
either unloose or break, so that they might stay there in 
that place until their lord should return, This done he 
went his way to the host of the Achzans. 

Now the Trojans followed Hector son of Priam in close 
array like a storm-cloud or flame of fire, fighting with 
might and main and raising the cry of battle; for they 
deemed that they should take the ships of the Achzans 
and kill all their chiefest heroes then and there. Mean- 
while earth-encircling Neptune lord of the earthquake 
cheered on the Argives, for he had come up out of the 
sea and had assumed the form and voice of Calchas. 

First he spoke to the two Ajaxes, who were doing their 
hest already, and said, ‘‘ Ajaxes, you two can be the saving 
of the Achzans if you will put out all your strength and 
not let yourselves be daunted. Iam not afraid that the 
Trojans, who have got over the wali in force, will be 
victorious in any other part, for the Achzans can _ hold 
all of them in check, but I much fear that some evil will 
befall us here where furious Hector, who boasts himself 
the son of great Jove himself, is leading them on like a 
pillar of flame. May some god, then, put it into your 
hearts to make a firm stand here, and to incite others to 
do the like. In this case you will drive him from the 
58 ships even though he be inspired by Jove himself.” 
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As he spoke the earth-encircling lord of the earthquake 59 
struck both of them with his sceptre and filled their hearts 
with daring. He made their legs light and active, as 
also their hands and their feet. Then, as the soaring 
falcon poises on the wing high above some sheer rock, 
and presently swoops down to chase some bird over the 
plain, even so did Neptune lord of the earthquake wing 
his flight into the air and leave them. Of the two, swift 
Ajax son of Oileus was the first to know who it was that 
had been speaking with them, and said to Ajax son of 
Telamon, “Ajax, this is one of the gods that dwell on 
Olympus, who in the likeness of the prophet is bidding 
us fight hard by our ships. It was not Calchas the seer 
and diviner of omens; I knew him at once by his feet 
and knees as he turned away, for the gods are soon 
recognised. Moreover I feel the lust of battle burn more 
fiercely within me, while my hands and my feet under me 
are more eager for the fray.” 

And Ajax son of Telamon answered, “I too feel my 76 
hands grasp my spear more firmly; my strength is greater, 
and my feet more nimble; I long, moreover, to meet 
furious Hector son of Priam, even in single combat.” 

Thus did they converse, exulting in the hunger after 81 
battle with which the god had filled them. Meanwhile 
the earth-encircler roused the Achzans, who were resting 
in the rear by the ships overcome at once by hard fighting 
and by grief at seeing that the Trojans had got over the 
wall in force. Tears began falling from their eyes as they 
beheld them, for they made sure that they should not 
escape destruction; but the lord of the earthquake passed 
lightly about among them and urged their battalions to 
the front. 

First he went up to Teucer and Leitus, the hero 91 
Peneleos, and Thoas and Deipyrus; Meriones also and 
Antilochus, valiant warriors; all these did he exhort. 
“Shame on you young Argives,” he cried, “it was on 
your prowess I relied for the saving of our ships; if you 96 


204 THE ACHAANS RALLY [ILIAD 


97 fight not with might and main, this very day will see us 
overcome by the Trojans. Of a truth my eyes behold a 
great and terrible portent which I had never thought to 
see—the Trojans at our ships—they, who heretofore were 
like panic-stricken hinds, the prey of jackals and wolves 
in a forest, with no strength but in flight for they cannot 
defend themselves. Hitherto the Trojans dared not for 
one moment face the attack of the Achzans, but now they 
have sallied far from their city and are fighting at our 
very ships through the cowardice of our leader and the 
disaffection of the people themselves, who in their dis- 
content care not to fight in defence of the ships but are 
being slaughtered near them. True, King Agamemnon 
son of Atreus is the cause of our disaster by having 
insulted the son of Peleus, still this is no reason why 
we should leave off fighting. Let us be quick to heal, 
for the hearts of the brave heal quickly. You do ill to 
be thus remiss, you, who are the finest soldiers in our 
whole army. I blame no man for keeping out of battle 
if he is a weakling, but I am indignant with such men 
as you are, My good friends, matters will soon become 
even worse through this slackness; think, each one of you, 
of his own honour and credit, for the hazard of the fight 
is extreme, Great Hector is now fighting at our ships; 
he has broken through the gates and the strong bolt that 
held them.” 

125 Thus did the earth-encircler address the Achzans and 
urge them on. Thereon round the two Ajaxes there 
gathered strong bands of men, of whom not even Mars 
nor Minerva marshaller of hosts could make light if they 
went among them, for they were the picked men of all 
those who were now awaiting the onset of Hector and the 
Trojans. They made a living fence, spear to spear, shield 
to shield, buckler to buckler, helmet to helmet, and man 
to man. The horse-hair crests on their gleaming helmets 
touched one another as they nodded forward, so closely 

134 serried were they; the spears they brandished in their 
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strong hands were interlaced, and their hearts were set 
on battle. 

The Trojans advanced in a dense body, with Hector at 136 
their head pressing right on as a rock that comes thunder- 
ing down the side of some mountain from whose brow the 
winter torrents have torn it; the foundations of the dull 
thing have been loosened by floods of rain, and as it 
bounds headlong on its way it sets the whole forest in 
an uproar; it swerves neither to right nor left till it 
reaches level ground, but then for all its fury it can go 
no further—even so easily did Hector for a while seem 
aS though he would career through the tents and ships 
of the Acheans till he had reached the sea in his mur- 
derous course; but the closely serried battalions stayed 
him when he reached them, for the sons of the Acheans 
thrust at him with swords and spears pointed at both 
ends, and drove him from them so that he staggered and 
gave ground; thereon he shouted to the Trojans, “Trojans, 
Lycians, and Dardanians, fighters in close combat, stand 
firm: the Achzans have set themselves as a wall against 
me, but they will not check me for long; they will give 
ground before me if the mightiest of the gods, the 
thundering spouse of Juno, has indeed inspired my 
onset.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all. 155 
Deiphobus son of Priam went about among them intent 
on deeds of daring with his round shield before him, under 
cover of which he strode quickly forward. Meriones took 
aim at him with a spear, nor did he fail to hit the broad 
orb of ox-hide; but he was far from piercing it for the 
spear broke in two pieces long ere he could do so; more- 
over Deiphobus had seen it coming and had held his 
shield well away from him. Meriones drew back under 
cover of his comrades, angry alike at having failed to 
vanquish Deiphobus, and having broken his spear. He 
turned therefore towards the ships and tents to fetch a 
spear which he had left behind in his tent. 168 
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169 The others continued fighting, and the cry of battle rose 
up into the heavens. Teucer son of Telamon was the first 
to kill his man, to wit, the warrior Imbrius son of Mentor 
rich in horses. Until the Achzeans came he had lived in 
Pedzum, and had married Medesicaste a bastard daughter 
of Priam; but on the arrival of the Danaan fleet he had 
gone back to Ilius, and was a great man among the 
Trojans, dwelling near Priam himself, who gave him like 
honour with his own sons. The son of Telamon now 
struck him under the ear with a spear which he then 
drew back again, and Imbrius fell headlong as .an ash- 
tree when it is felled on the crest of some high mountain 
beacon, and its delicate green foliage comes toppling down 
to the ground. Thus did he fall with his hronze-dight 
armour ringing harshly round him, and Teucer sprang 
forward with intent to strip him of his armonr; but as 
he was doing so, Hector took aim at him with a spear, 
Teucer saw the spear coming and swerved aside, whereon 
it hit Amphimachus, son of Cteatus son of Actor, in the 
chest as he was coming into battle, and his armour rang 
rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. 
Hector sprang forward to take Amphimachus’s helmet 
from off his temples, and in a moment Ajax threw a 
spear at him, but did not wound him, for he was encased 
all over in his terrible armour; nevertheless the spear 
struck the boss of his shield with such force as to drive 
him back from the two corpses, which the Achzans 
then drew off. Stichins and Menestheus, captains of 
the Athenians, bore away Amphimachus to the host of 
the Achwans, while the two brave and impetnous A jaxes 
did the like by Imbrius. As two lions snatch a goat 
from the hounds that have it in their fangs, and bear it 
through thick brushwood high above the ground in their 
jaws, thus did the Ajaxes bear aloft the body of Imbrius, 
and strip it of its armour. Then the son of Oileus 
severed the head from the neck in revenge for the death 

204 of Amphimachus, and sent it whirling over the crowd 
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as though it had been a ball, till it fell in the dust at 
Hector’s feet. 

Neptune was exceedingly angry that his grandson 206 
Amphimachus should have fallen; he therefore went to 
the tents and ships of the Achæans to urge the Danaans 
still further, and to devise evil for the Trojans. Idomeneus 
met him, as he was taking leave of a comrade, who had 
just come to him from the fight, wounded in the knee. 
His fellow-soldiers bore him off the field, and Idomeneus 
having given orders to the physicians went on to his tent, 
for he was still thirsting for battle. Neptune spoke in the 
likeness and with the voice of Thoas son of Andræmon who 
ruled the Ætolians of all Pleuron and high Calydon, and 
was honoured among his people as though he were a god. 

“ Idomeneus,” said he, “lawgiver to the Cretans, what has 
now become of the threats with which the sons of the 
Achzans used to threaten the Trojans ?” 

And Idomeneus chief among the Cretans answered, 221 
“« Thoas, no one, so far as I know, is in fault, for we 
can all fight. None are held back neither by fear nor 
slackness, but it seems to be the will of almighty Jove 
that the Achzans should perish ingloriously here far from 
Argos: you, Thoas, have been always staunch, and you 
keep others in heart if you see any fail in duty; be not 
then remiss now, but exhort all to do their utmost.” 

To this Neptune lord of the earthquake made answer, 231 
“ Idomeneus, may he never return from Troy, but remain 
here for dogs to batten upon, who is this day wilfully slack 
in fighting. Get your armour and go, we must make all 
haste together if we may be of any use, though we are only 
two. Even cowards gain courage from companionship, and 
we two can hold our own with the bravest.” 

Therewith the god went back into the thick of the fight, 240 
and Idomeneus when he had reached his tent donned his 
armour, grasped his two spears, and sallied forth. As the 
lightning which the son of Saturn brandishes from bright 
Olympus when he would show a sign to mortals, and its 244 
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245 gleam flashes far and wide—even so did his armour gleam 
about him as he ran. Meriones his sturdy squire met him 
while he was still near his tent (for he was going to fetch 
his spear) and Idomeneus said— 

249 «t Meriones, fleet son of Molus, best of comrades, why 
have you left the field? Are you wounded, and is the point 
of the weapon hurting you? or have you been sent to fetch 
me? I want no fetching; I had far rather fight than stay 
in my tent.” 

254 “Idomeneus,” answered Meriones, “I come for a spear, 
if I can find one in my tent; I have broken the one I had, 
in throwing it at the shield of Deïphobus.” 

259 And Idomeneus captain of the Cretans answered, “ You 
will find one spear, or twenty if you so please, standing up 
against the end wall of my tent. I have taken them from 
Trojans whom I have killed, for Iam not one to keep my 
enemy at arm’s length; therefore I have spears, bossed 
shields, helmets, and burnished corslets.” 

266 Then Meriones said, “I too in my tent and at my ship 
have spoils taken from the Trojans, but they are not at 
hand. I have been at all times valorous, and wherever 
there has been hard fighting have held my own among the 
foremost. ‘There may be those among the Achzxans who 
do not know how I fight, but you know it well enough 
yourself,” 

274 Idomeneus answered, “I know you for a brave man: 
you need not tell me. If the best men at the ships were 
being chosen to go on an ambush—and there is nothing 
like this for showing what a man is made of; it comes out 
then who is cowardly and who brave; the coward will 
change colour at every touch and turn ; he is full of fears, 
and keeps shifting his weight first on one knee and then 
on the other; his heart beats fast as he thinks of death, 
and one can hear the chattering of his teeth ; whereas the 
brave man will not change colour nor be frightened on 
finding himself in ambush, but is all the time longing to 

286 go into action—if the best men were heing chosen for such 
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a service, no one could make light of your courage nor 287 
feats of arms. If you were struck by a dart or smitten in 
close combat, it would not be from behind, in your neck 
nor back, but the weapon would hit you in the chest or 
belly as you were pressing forward to a place in the front 
ranks, But let us no longer stay here talking like chil- 
dren, lest we be ill spoken of ; go, fetch your spear from the 
tent at once.” 

On this Meriones, peer of Mars, went to the tent and got 295 
himself a spear of bronze. He then followed after Ido- 
meneus, big with great deeds of valour. As when baneful 
Mars sallies forth to battle, and his son Panic so strong 
and dauntless goes with him, to strike terror even into the 
heart of a hero—the pair have gone from Thrace to arm 
themselves among the Ephyri or the brave Phlegyans, but 
they will not listen to both the contending hosts, and will 
give victory to one side or to the other—-even so did Meriones 
and Idomeneus, captains of men, go out to battle clad in 
their bronze armour. Meriones was first to speak. “Son 
of Deucalion,” said he, “where would you have us begin 
fighting? On the right wing of the host, in the centre, or 
on the left wing, where I take it the Achzans will be 
weakest ?” 

Idomeneus answered, ‘‘There are others to defend the 311 
centre—the two Ajaxes and Teucer, who is the finest 
archer of all the Achzans, and is good also in a hand-to- 
hand fight. These will give Hector son of Priam enough 
to do; fight as he may, he will find it hard to vanquish 
their indomitable fury, and fire the ships, unless the son 
of Saturn fling a firebrand upon them with his own hand. 
Great Ajax son of Telamon will yield to no man who is in 
mortal mould and eats the grain of Ceres, if bronze and 
great stones can overthrow him. He would not yield even 
to Achilles in hand-to-hand fight, and in fleetness of foot 
there is none to beat him; let us turn therefore towards 
the left wing, that we may know forthwith whether we are 


to give glory to some other, or he to us.” 827 
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Meriones, peer of fleet Mars, then led the way till they 
came to the part of the host which Idomeneus had named. 

Now when the Trojans saw Idomeneus coming on like a 
flame of fire, him and his squire clad in their richly wrought 
armour, they shouted and made towards him all in a body, 
and a furious hand-to-hand fight raged under the ships’ 
sterns, Fierce as the shrill winds that whistle upon a day 
when dust lies deep on the roads, and the gusts raise it 
into a thick cloud—even such was the fury of the comhat, 
and might and main did they hack at each other with spear 
and sword throughout the host. The field bristled with 
the long and deadly spears which they bore. Dazzling was 
the sheen of their gleaming helmets, their fresh-burnished 
breastplates, and glittering shields as they joined battle 
with one another. [ron indeed must be his courage who 


‘could take pleasure in the sight of such a turmoil, and look 
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on it without being dismayed. 

[Thus did the two mighty sons of Saturn devise evil for 
mortal heroes. Jove was minded to give victory to the 
Trojans and to Hector, so as to do honour to fleet Achilles, 
nevertheless he did not mean to utterly overthrow the 
Achzan host before Ilius, and only wanted to glorify Thetis 
and her valiant son. Neptune on the other hand went 
about among the Argives to incite them, having come up 
from the grey sea in secret, for he was grieved at seeing 
them vanquished by the Trojans, and was furiously angry 
with Jove. Both were of the same race and country, but 
Jove was elder born and knew more, therefore Neptune 
feared to defend the Argives openly, but in the likeness of 
man, he kept on encouraging them throughout their host. 
Thus, then, did these two devise a knot of war and battle, 
that none could unloose or break, and set both sides tug- 
ging at it, to the failing of men’s knees beneath them.]! 

And now Idomeneus, though his hair was already flecked 
with grey, called loud on the Danaans and spread panic 
among the Trojans as he leaped in among them. He slew 


1 This paragraph is generally suspected. 
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Othryoneus from Cabesus, a sojourner, who had but lately 
come to take part in the war. He sought Cassandra the 
fairest of Priam’s daughters in marriage, but offered no 
gifts of wooing, for he promised a great thing, to wit, 
that he would drive the sons of the Acheans willy nilly 
from Troy; old King Priam had given his consent and 
promised her to him, whereon he fought on the strength of 
the promises thus made to him. Idomeneus aimed a spear, 
and hit him as he came striding on. His cuirass of bronze 
did not protect him, and the spear stuck in his belly, so 
that he fell heavily to the ground. Then Idomeneus 
vaunted over him saying, ‘‘ Othryoneus, there is no one in 
the world whom I shall admire more than I do you, if you 
indéed perform what you have promised Priam son of 
Dardanus in return for his daughter. We too will make 
you an offer; we will give you the loveliest daughter of 
the son of Atreus, and will bring her from Argos for you 


to marry, if you will sack the goodly city of Ilius in com- ' 


pany with ourselves; so come along with me, that we may 
make a covenant at the ships about the marriage, and we 
will not be hard upon you about gifts of wooing.” 


With this Idomeneus began dragging him by the foot 383 


through the thick of the fight, but Asius came up to pro- 
tect the body, on foot, in front of his horses, which his 
esquire drove so close behind him that he could feel their 
breath upon his shoulder. He was longing to strike down 
Idomeneus, but ere he could do so Idomeneus smote him 
with his spear in the throat under the chin, and the bronze 
point went clean through it. He fell as an oak, or poplar, 
or pine which shipwrights have felled for ship’s timber 
upon the mountains with whetted axes—even thus did he 
lie full length in front of his chariot and horses, grinding 
his teeth and clutching at the bloodstained dust. His 
charioteer was struck with panic and did not dare turn his 
horses round and escape: thereupon Antilochus hit him in 
the middle of his hody with a spear; his cuirass of bronze 


did not protect him, and the spear stuck in his belly. He 398 
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fell gasping from his chariot and Antilochus, great Nestor’s 
son, drove his horses from the Trojans to the Achzans. 

402 Deiphobus then came close np to Idomeneus to avenge 
Asius, and took aim at him with a spear, but Idomeneus 
was on the look-out and avoided it, for he was covered by 
the round shield he always bore—a shield of ox-hide and 
bronze with two arm-rods on the inside. He crouched under 
cover of this, and the spear flew over him, but the shield 
rang out as the spear grazed it, and the weapon sped not 
in vain from the strong hand of Deiphobus, for it struck 
Hypsenor son of Hippasus, shepherd of his people, in the 
liver under the midriff, and his limbs failed beneath him. 
Deiphobus vaunted over him and cried with a loud voice 
saying, “Of a truth Asius has not fallen unavenged; he 
will be glad even while passing into the house of Hades, 
strong warden of the gate, that I have sent some one to 
escort him.” 

417 Thus did he vaunt, and the Argives were stung hy his 
saying. Noble Antilochus was more angry than any one, 
but grief did not make him forget his friend and comrade. 
He ran up to him, bestrode him, and covered him with his 
shield ; then two of his staunch comrades, Mecisteus son 
of lchius, and Alastor stooped down, and bore him away 
groaning heavily to the ships. But Idomeneus ceased not 
his fury. He kept on striving continually either to en- 
shroud some Trojan in the darkness of death, or himself 
to fall while warding off the evil day from the Achzans. 
Then fell Alcathoiis son of noble Aésyetes : he was son-in- 
law to Anchises, having married his eldest daughter Hip- 
podameia who was the darling of her father and mother, 
and excelled all her generation in heauty, accomplishments, 
and understanding, wherefore the bravest man in all Troy 
had taken her to wife—him did Neptune lay low by the 
hand of Idomeneus, blinding his bright eyes and binding 
his strong limbs in fetters so that he could neither go back 
nor to one side, but stood stock still like a pillar or lofty 

438 tree when Idomeneus struck him with a spear in the 
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middle of his chest. The coat of mail that had hitherto 439 
protected his body was now broken, and rang harshly as 
the spear tore through it. He fell heavily to the ground, 
and the spear stuck in his heart, which still beat, and made 
the butt-end of the spear quiver till dread Mars put an end 
to his life. Idomeneus vaunted over him and cried with a 
loud voice saying, ‘* Deiphobus, since you are in a mood to 
vaunt, shall we ery quits now that we have killed three 
men to your one? Nay, sir, stand in fight with me your- 
self, that you may learn what manner of Jove-begotten 
man am I that have come hither. Jove first begot Minos 
chief ruler in Crete, and Minos in his turn begot a son, 
noble Deucalion ; Deucalion begot me to be a ruler over 
many men in Crete, and my ships have now brought me 
hither, to be the bane of yourself, your father, and the 
Trojans.” 

Thus did he speak, and Deiphobus was in two minds, 455 
whether to go back and fetch some other Trojan to help 
him, or to take up the challenge single-handed. In the 
end, he deemed it best to go and fetch Æneas, whom he 
found standing in the rear, for he had long been aggrieved 
with Priam because in spite of his brave deeds he did not 
give him his due share of honour. Deiphobus went up to 
him and said, “ Æneas, prince among the Trojans, if you 
know any ties of kinship, help me now to defend the body 
of your sister’s husband ; come with me to the rescue of 
Alcathoiis, who being husband to your sister brought you up 
when you were a child in his house, and now Idomeneus 
has slain him.” 

With these words he moved the heart of Æneas, and 468 
he went in pursuit of Idomeneus, big with great deeds of 
valour; but Idomeneus was not to be thus daunted as 
though he were a mere child; he held his ground as a 
wild boar at bay upon the mountains, who abides the 
coming of a great crowd of men in some lonely place— 
the bristles stand upright on his back, his eyes flash fire, 
and he whets lis tusks in his eagerness to defend himself 475 
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476 against hounds and men—even so did famed Idomeneus 
hold his ground and budge not at the coming of Æneas. 
He cried aloud to his comrades looking towards Ascalaphus, 
Aphareus, Deïpyrus, Meriones, and Antilochus, all of them 
brave soldiers—‘“ Hither my friends,” he cried, ‘and leave 
me not single-handed—lI go in great fear by fleet Auneas, 
who is coming against me, and is a redoubtable dispenser 
of death in battle. Moreover he is in the flower of youth 
when a man’s strength is greatest; if J was of the same 
age as he is and in my present mind, either he or I should 
soon bear away the prize of victory.” 

487 On this, all of them as one man stood near him, shield 
on shoulder. Æneas on the other side called to his com- 
rades, looking towards Deïphobus, Paris, and Agenor, who 
were leaders of the Trojans along with himself, and the 
people followed them as sheep follow the ram when they 
go down to drink after they have been feeding, and the 
heart of the shepherd is glad—even so was the heart of 
Æneas gladdened when he saw his people follow him. 

496 Then they fought furionsly in close combat about the 
body of Alcathoüs, wielding their long spears; and the 
bronze armour about their bodies rang fearfully as they 
took aim at one another in the press of the fight, while the 
two heroes Æneas and Idomeneus, peers of Mars, outvied 
every one in their desire to hack at each other with sword 
and spear. Æneas took aim first, but Idomeneus was on 
the look-out and avoided the spear, so that it sped from 
Æneas’ strong hand in vain, and fell quivering in the 
ground. Idomeneus meanwhile smote Œnomaus in the 
middle of his belly, and broke the plate of his corslet, 
whereon his bowels came gushing out and he clutched the 
earth in the palms of his hands as he fell sprawling in 
the dust. Idomeneus drew his spear out of the body, 
but could not strip him of the rest of his armour for the 
rain of darts that were showered upon him: moreover his 
strength was now beginning to fail him so that he could 

513 no longer charge, and could neither spring forward to 
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recover his own weapon nor swerve aside to avoid one that 513 
was aimed at him; therefore, though he still defended 
himself in hand-to-hand fight, his heavy feet could not 
bear him swiftly out of the battle. Deiphobus aimed a 
spear at him as he was retreating slowly from the field, 
for his bitterness against him was as fierce as ever, but 
again he missed him, and bit Ascalaphus, the son of Mars; 
the spear went through his shoulder, and he clutched the 
earth in the palms of his hands as he fell sprawling in the 
dust. 

Grim Mars of awful voice did not yet know that his son 521 
had fallen, for he was sitting on the summits of Olympus 
under the golden clouds, by command of Jove, where the 
other gods were also sitting, forbidden to take part in the 
battle. Meanwhile men fought furiously about the body. 
Deïphobns tore the helmet from off his head, but Meriones 
sprang upon him, and struck him on the arm with a spear 
so that the visored helmet fell from his hand and came 
ringing down upon the ground. Thereon Meriones sprang 
upon him like a vulture, drew the spear from his shoulder, 
and fell back under cover of his men. Then Polites, own 
brother of Deïphobus, passed his arms around his waist, 
and bore him away from the battle till he got to his horses 
that were standing in the rear of the fight with the chariot 
and their driver. These took him towards the city groaning 
and in great pain, with the blood flowing from his arm. * 

The others still fought on, and the battle-cry rose to 540 
heaven without ceasing. Æneas sprang on Afphareus son 
of Caletor, and struck him with a spear in his throat which 
was turned towards him; his head fell on one side, his 
helmet and shield came down along with him, and death, 
lifes foe, was shed around him. Antilochus spied his 
chance, flew forward towards Thoön, and wounded him as 
he was turning round. He laid open the vein that runs 
all the way up the back to the neck; he cut this vein clean 
away throughout its whole course, and Thoén fell in the 
dust face upwards, stretching out his hands imploringly 549 
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550 towards his comrades. Antilochus sprang upon him and 
stripped the armour from his shoulders, glaring round him 
fearfully as he did so. The Trojans came about him on 
every side and struck his broad and gleaming shield, but 
could not wound his body, for Neptune stood guard over 
the son of Nestor, though the darts fell thickly round him. 
He was never clear of the foe, but was always in the thick 
of the fight ; his spear was never idle ; he poised and aimed 
it in every direction, so eager was he to hit some one from 
a distance or to fight him hand to hand. 

560 As he was thus aiming among the crowd, he was seen 
by Adamas son of Asius, who rushed towards him and 
struck him with a spear in the middle of his shield, but 
Neptune made its point without effect, for he grudged him 
the life of Antilochus. One half, therefore, of the spear 
stuck fast like a charred stake in Antilochus’s shield, while 
the other lay on the ground. Adamas then sought shelter 
under cover of his men, but Meriones followed after and 
hit him with a spear midway between the private parts 
and the navel, where a wound is particularly painful to 
wretched mortals. There did Meriones transfix him, and 
he writhed convulsively about the spear as some bull whom 
mountain herdsmen have bound with ropes of withes and 
are taking away perforce. Even so did he move convul- 
sively for a while, but not for very long, till Meriones came 
up and drew the spear out of his body, and his eyes were 
veiled in darkness. 

576 Helenus then struck Deipyrus with a great Thracian 
sword, hitting him on the temple in close combat and 
tearing the helmet from his head; the helmet fell to the 
ground, and one of those who were fighting on the Achzan 
side took charge of it as it rolled at his feet, but the eyes 
of Deipyrus were closed in the darkness of death. © 

582 On this Menelaus was grieved, and made menacingly 
towards Helenus, brandishing his spear; but Helenus 
drew his bow, and the two attacked one another at one 

584 and the same moment, the one with his spear, and the 
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other with his bow and arrow. The son of Priam hit the 586 
breastplate of Menelaus’s corslet, but the arrow glanced 
from off it. As black beans or pulse come pattering down 
on to a threshiug-floor from the broad winnowing-shovel, 
blown by shrill winds and shaken by the shovel—even so 
did the arrow glance off and recoil from the shield of 
Menelaus, who in his turn wounded the hand with which 
Helenus carried his bow; the spear went right through 
his hand and stuck in the bow itself, so that to save his 
life he retreated under cover of his men, with’ his hand 
dragging by his side—for the spear weighed it down till 
Agenor drew it out and bound the hand carefully up in a 
woollen sling which his esquire had with him. 

Pisander then made straight at Menelaus—his evil 601 
destiny luring him on to his doom, for he was to fall in 
fight with you, O Menelaus. When the two were hard 
by one another the spear of the son of Atreus turned aside 
and he missed his aim; Pisander then struck the shield 
of brave Menelaus but could not pierce it, for the shield 
stayed the spear and broke the shaft; nevertheless he was 
glad and made sure of victory; forthwith, however, the 
son of Atreus drew his sword and sprang upon him. 
Pisander then seized the bronze battle-axe, with its long 
and polished handle of olive wood that hung by his side 
under his shield, and the two made at one another, 
Pisander struck the peak of Menelaus’s crested helmet 
just under the crest itself, and Menelaus hit Pisander as 
he was coming towards him, on the forehead, just at the 
rise of his nose; the bones cracked and his two gore- 
bedrabbled eyes fell by his feet in the dust. He fell back- 
wards to the ground, and Menelaus set his heel upon him, 
stripped him of his armour, and vaunted over him saying, 
“Even thus shall you Trojans leave the ships of the 
Achæans, proud and insatiate of battle though you be: nor 
shall you lack any of the disgrace and shame which you 
have heaped upon myself. Cowardly she-wolves that you 
are, you feared not the anger of dread Jove, avenger of 624 
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625 violated hospitality, who will one day destroy your city ; 
you stole my wedded wife and wickedly carried off much 
treasure when you were her guest, and now you would 
fling fire upon our ships, and kill our heroes. A day will 
come when, rage as you may, you shall be stayed. O 
father Jove, you, who they say art above all both gods and 
men in wisdom, and from whom all things that befall us 
do proceed, how can you thus favour the Trojans—men 
so proud and overweening, that they are never tired of 
fighting? All things pall after a while—sleep, love, sweet 
song, and stately dance—still these are things of which a 
man would surely have his fill rather than of battle, 
whereas it is of battle that the Trojans are insatiate.” 

640 Xo saying Menelaus stripped the blood-stained armour 
from the body of Pisander, and handed it over to kis men; 
then he again ranged himself among those who were in 
the front of the fight. 

643 Harpalion son of King Pylæmenes then sprang upon 
him ; he had come to fight at Troy along with his father, 
but he did not go home again. Hae struck-the middle of 
Menelaus’s shield with his spear but conld not pierce it, 
and to save his life drew back under cover of his men, 
looking round him on every side lest he should be wounded. 
But Meriones aimed a bronze-tipped arrow at him as he was 
leaving the field, and hit him on the right buttock ; the arrow 
pierced the bone through and through, and penetrated the 
bladder, so he sat down where he was and breathed his 
last in the arms of his comrades, stretched like a worm 
upon the ground and watering the earth with the blood 
that flowed from his wound. The brave Paphlagonians 
tended him with all due care; they raised him into his 
chariot, and bore him sadly off to the city of Troy ; his 
father went also with him weeping bitterly, but there was 
no ransom that could bring his dead son to life again. 

660 Paris was deeply grieved by the death of Harpalion, who 
was his host when he went among the Paphlagonians; he 
aimed an arrow, therefore, in order to avenge him. Now 
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there was a certain man named Kuchenor, son of Polyidus 663 
the prophet, a brave man and wealthy, whose home was in 
Corinth. This Euchenor had set sail for Troy well know- 
ing that it would he the death of him, for his good old 
father Polyidus had often told him that he must either 
stay at home and die of a terrible disease, or go with the 
Acheans and perish at the hands of the Trojans ; he chose, 
therefore, to avoid incurring the heavy fine the Achzans 
would have laid upon him, and at the same time to escape 
the pain and suffering of disease. + Paris now smote him 
on the jaw under his ear, whereon the life went out of him 
and he was enshrouded in the darkness of death. 

Thus then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. But 673 
Hector had not yet heard, and did not know that the 
Argives were making havoc of his men on the left wing of 
the battle, where the Achæans ere long would have tri- 
umphed over them, so vigorously did Neptune cheer them 
on and help them. He therefore held on at the point 
where he had first forced his way through the gates and 
the wall, after breaking through the serried ranks of 
Danaan warriors. It was here that the ships of Ajax and 
Protesilaus were drawn up by the sea-shore ; here the wall 
was at its lowest, and the fight both of man and horse 
raged most fiercely. The Bœæotians and the Ionians with 
their long tunics, the Locrians, the men of Phthia, and 
the famous force of the Epeans could hardly stay Hector 
as he rushed on towards the ships, nor could they drive 
him from them, for he was as a wall of fire. The chosen 
men of the Athenians were in the van, led by Menestheus 
son of Peteos, with whom were also Pheidas, Stichius, and 
stalwart Bias: Meges son of Phyleus, Amphion, and 
Dracius commanded the Epeans, while Medon and staunch 
Podarces led the men of Phthia. Of these, Medon was 
bastard son to Oileus and brother of Ajax, but he lived im 
Phylace away from his own country, for he had killed the 
brother of his stepmother Eriopis, the wife of Oileus; the 
other, Podarces, was the son of Iphiclus son of Phylacus, 698 
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These two stood in the van of the Phthians, and defended 
the ships along with the Beeotians. 

701 Ajax son of Oileus never for a moment left the side of 
Ajax son of Telamon, but as two swart oxen both strain 
their utmost at the plough which they are drawing in afallow 
field, and the sweat steams upwards from about the roots 
of their horns—nothing but the yoke divides them as they 
break up the ground till they reach the end of the field— 
even so did the two Ajaxes stand shoulder to shoulder by 
one another. Many and brave comrades followed the son 
of Telamon, to relieve him of his shield when he was over- 
come with sweat and toil, but the Locrians did not follow 
so close after the son of Oileus, for they could not hold 
their own in a hand-to-hand fight. They had no bronze 
helmets with plumes of horse-hair, neither had they shields 
nor ashen spears, but they had come to Troy armed with 
bows, and with slings of twisted wool from which they 
showered their missiles to break the ranks of the Trojans. 
The others, therefore, with their heavy armour bore the 
brunt of the fight with the Trojans and with Hector, while 
the Locrians shot from behind, under their cover; and 
thus the Trojans began to lose heart, for the arrows threw 
them into confusion. 

723 The Trojans would now have been driven in sorry plight 
from the ships and tents back to windy Ilius, had not 
Polydamas presently said to Hector, “ Hector, there is no 
persuading you to take advice. Because heaven has so 
richly endowed you with the arts of war, you think that 
you must therefore excel others in counsel; but you cannot 
thus claim pre-eminence in all things. Heaven has made 
one man an excellent soldier; of another it has made a 
dancer or a singer and player on the lyre; while yet in 
another Jove has implanted a wise understanding of whieh 
men reap fruit to the saving of many, and he himself 
knows more about it than any one; therefore I will say 
what J think will be best. The fight has hemmed you in 

736 as with a circle of fire, and even now that the Trojans are 
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within the wall some of them stand aloof in full armour, 737 
while others are fighting scattered and outnumbered near 
the ships. Draw back, therefore, and call your chieftains 
round you, that we may advise together whether to fall now 
upon the ships in the hope that heaven may vouchsafe us 
victory, or to beat a retreat while we can yet safely do so. 

I greatly fear that the Achzans will pay us their debt of 
yesterday in full, for there is one abiding at their ships 
who is never weary of battle, and who will not hold aloof 
much longer.” 

Thus spoke Polydamas, and his words pleased Hector 748 
well. He sprang in full armour from his chariot and 
said, ‘‘ Polydamas, gather the chieftains here; I will go 
yonder into the fight, but will return at once when I have 
given them their orders.” 

He then sped onward, towering like a snowy mountain, 754 
and with a loud cry flew through the ranks of the Trojans 
and their allies. When they heard his voice they all 
hastened to gather round Polydamas the excellent son 
of Panthotis, but Hector kept on among the foremost, 
looking everywhere to find Deiphobus and prince Helenns, 
Adamas son of Asius, aud Asius son of Hyrtacus; living, 
indeed, and seatheless he could no longer find them, for 
the two last were lying by the sterns of the Achzan ships, 
slain by the Argives, while the others had been also stricken 
and wounded by them; but upon the left wing of the dread 
battle he found Alexandrus, husband of lovely Helen, 
cheering his men and urging them on to fight. He went 
up to him and upbraided him. “ Paris,” said he, ‘ evil- 
hearted Paris, fair to see but woman-mad and false of 
tongue, where are Deiphobus and King Helenus? Where 
are Adamas son of Asius, and Asius son of Hyrtacus ! 
Where too is Othryoneus? Ilius is undone and will now 
surely fall!” 

Alexandrus answered, ‘‘ Hector, why find fault when 
there is no one to find fault with? I should hold aloof 
from battle on any day rather than this, for my mother 
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bore me with nothing of the coward about me. From 
the moment when you set our men fighting about the 
ships we have heen staying here and doing battle with 
the Danaans. Our comrades about whom you ask me are 
dead; Deiphobus and King Helenus alone have left the 
field, wounded both of them in the hand, but the son of 
Saturn saved them alive. Now, therefore, lead on where 
you would have us go, and we will follow with right good- 
will; you shall not find us fail you in so far as our 
strength holds out, but no man can do more than in him 


lies, no matter how willing he may be.” 


With these words he satisfied his brother, and the 
two went towards. the part of the battle where the 
fight was thickest, about Cebriones, brave Polydamas, 
Phalces, Orthzeus, godlike Polyphetes, Palmys, Ascanius, 
and Morys son of Hippotion, who had come from fertile 
Ascania on the preceding day to relieve other troops. 
Then Jove urged them on to fight. They flew forth 
like the blasts of some fierce wind that strike earth in 
the van of a thunderstorm—they buffet the salt sea into 
an uproar; many and mighty are the great waves that 
come crashing in one after the other upon the shore with 
their arching heads all crested with foam—-even so did 
rank behind rank of Trojans arrayed in gleaming armour 
follow their leaders onward. The way was led by Heetor 
son of Priam, peer of murderous Mars, with his round 
shield before him—his shield of ox-hides covered with 
plates of bronze—and his gleaming helmet upon his 
temples. He kept stepping forward under cover of his 
shield in every direction, making trial of the ranks to 
see if they would give way before him, but he could not 
daunt the courage of the Achrans. Ajax was the first 
to stride out and challenge him. “Sir,” he cried, “draw 
near; why do you think thus vainly to dismay the 
Argivest We Acheans are excellent soldiers, but the 
scourge of Jove has fallen heavily upon us. Your heart, 


833 forsooth, is set on destroying our ships, but we too have 
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hands that can keep you at bay, and your own fair town 814 
shall be sooner taken and sacked by ourselves. The time 

is near when you shall pray Jove and all the gods in your 
flight, that your steeds may be swifter than hawks as 
they raise the dust on the plain and bear you back to 
your city.” 

As he was thus speaking a bird flew by upon his right 821 
hand, and the host of the Achwans shouted, for they took 
heart at the omen., But Hector answered, ‘Ajax, braggart 
and false of tongue, would that I were as sure of being son 
for evermore to egis-bearing Jove, with Queen Juno for 
my mother, and of being held in like honour with Minerva 
and Apollo, as I am that this day is big with the destruc- 
tion of the Achæans; and you shall fall among them if 
you darc abide my spear; it shall rend your fair body and 
bid you glut our hounds and birds of prey with your fat 
and your flesh, as you fall by the ships of the Achæans.” 

With these words he led the way and the others followed 833 
after with a ery that rent the air, while the host shouted 
behind them. The Argives on their part raised a shout 
likewise, nor did they forget their prowess, but stood firm 
against the onslaught of the Trojan chieftains, and the cry 
from both the hosts rose up to heaven and to the brightness 
of Jove’s presence. 837 


BOOK XIV 


Agamemnon proposes that the Achzans should sail home, and 
is rebuked by Ulysses—Juno beguiles Jupiter— Hector is 
wounded. 


Nestor was sitting over his wine, but the cry of battle 
did not escape him, and he said to the son of Aisculapius, 
“What, noble Machaon, is the meaning of all this? The 
shouts of men fighting by our ships grow stronger and 
stronger; stay here, therefore, and sit over your wine, 
while fair Hecamedé heats you a bath and washes the 
clotted blood from off you. I will go at once to the 
look-out station and see what it is all about.” 

9 As he spoke he took up the shield of his son Thrasy- 
medes that was lying in his tent, all gleaming with 
bronze, for Thrasymedes had taken his father’s shield; 
he grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and as soon 
as he was outside saw the disastrous rout of the Achæans 
who, now that their wall was overthrown, were flying pell- 
mell before the Trojans. As when there is a heavy swell 
upon the sea, but the waves are dumb—they keep their 
eyes on the watch for the quarter whence the fierce winds 
may spring upon them, but they stay where they are and set 
neither this way nor that, till some particular wind sweeps 
down from heaven to determine them—even so did the old 
man ponder whether to make for the crowd of Danaans, 
or go in search of Agamemnon. In the end he deemed it 
best to go to the son of Atreus; but meanwhile the hosts 
were fighting and killing one another, and the hard bronze 
rattled on their bodies, as they thrust at one another with 
their swords and spears. 

27 The wounded kings, the son of Tydeus, Ulysses, and 
4 
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Agamemnon son of Atreus, fell in with Nestor as they 28 
were coming up from their ships—for theirs were drawn 
up some way from where the fighting was going on, being 
on the shore itself inasmuch as they had been beached , 
first, while the wall had been built behind the hindermost. 
The stretch of the shore, wide though it was, did not afford 
room for all the ships, and the host was cramped for space, 
therefore they had placed the ships in rows one behind the 
other, and had filled the whole opening of the bay be- 
tween the two points that formed it. The kings, leaning 
on their spears, were coming out to survey the fight, being 
in great anxiety, and when old Nestor met them they 
were filled with dismay. Then King Agamemnon said to 
him, ‘* Nestor son of Neleus, honour to the Achzan name, 
why have you left the battle to come hither? I fear 
that what dread Hector said will come true, when he 
vaunted among the Trojans saying that he would not 
return to Ilius till he had fired our ships and killed us; 
this is what he said, and now it is all coming true. Alas! 
others of the Achzans, like Achilles, are in anger with 
me that they refuse to fight by the sterns of our ships.” 

Then Nestor knight of Gerene answered, “It is indeed 52 
as you say; it is all coming true at this moment, and 
even Jove who thunders from on high cannot prevent it. 
Fallen is the wall on which we relied as an impregnable 
bulwark hoth for us and our fleet. The Trojans are fight- 
ing stubbornly and without ceasing at the ships; look 
where you may you cannot seo from what quarter the 
rout of the Achzans is coming; they are being killed in 
a confused mass and the battle-ery ascends to heaven; let `` 
us think, if counsel can be of any use, what we had. 
better do; but I do not advise our going into battle our- 
selves, for a man cannot fight when he is wounded.” 

And King Agamemnon answered, “‘ Nestor, if the Tro- 64 
jans are indeed fighting at the rear of our ships, and 
neither the wall nor the trench has served us—over 


which the Danaans toiled so hard, and which they 67 
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68 deemed would be an impregnable bulwark hoth for us 
and our fleet—I see it must be the will of Jove that 
the Achæans should perish ingloriously here, far from 
Argos. I knew when Jove was willing to defend us, 
and I know now that he is raising the Trojans to like 
honour with the gods, while us, on the other hand, he 
has hound hand and foot. Now, therefore, let us all do 
as I say; let us bring down the ships that are on the 
beach and draw them into the water; let us make them 
fast to their mooring-stones a little way out, against the 
fall of night—if even by night the Trojans will desist 
from fighting; we may then draw down the rest of the 
fleet. There is nothing wrong in flying ruin even by 
night. It is better for a man that he should fly and be 
saved than be caught and killed.” 

82 Ulysses looked fiercely at him and said, “‘ Son of Atreus, 
what are you talking about? Wretch, you should have 
commanded some other and baser army, and not been 
ruler over us to whom Jove has allotted a life of hard 
fighting from youth to old age, till we every one of us 
perish. Is it thus that you would quit the city of Troy, 
to win which we have suffered so much hardship? Hold 
your peace, lest some other of the Achzans hear you say 
what no man who knows how to give good counsel, no 
king over so great a host as that of the Argives should 
ever have let fall from his lips. I despise your judgement 
utterly for what you have been saying. Would you, then, 
have us draw down our ships into the water while the 
battle is raging, and thus play further into the hands of 
the conquering Trojans? It would be ruin; the Acheans 
will not go on fighting when they see the ships being 
drawn into the water, but will cease attacking and keep 
turning their eyes towards them ; your counsel, therefore, 
Sir captain, would be our destruction.” 

103 Agamemnon answered, “ Ulysses, your rebuke has stung 
me to the heart. Iam not, however, ordering the Achzans 
to draw their ships into the sea whether they will or no. 
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Some one, it may be, old or young, can offer us better 
counsel which I shall rejoice to hear.” 

Then said Diomed, ‘‘Such an one is at hand ; he is not far 109 
to seek, if you will listen to me and not resent my speaking 
though I am younger than any of you. I am by lineage 
son to a noble sire, Tydeus, who lies buried at Thebes. For 
Portheus had three noble sons, two of whom, Agrius and 
Melas, abode in Pleuron and rocky Calydon. The third 
was the knight Gineus, my father’s father, and he was the 
most valiant of them all. (Œneus remained in his own 
country, but my father (as Jove and the other gods or- 
dained it) migrated to Argos. He married into the family 
of Adrastus, and his house was one of great abundance, for 
he had large estates of rich corn-growing land, with much 
orchard ground as well, and he had many sheep ; moreover 
he excelled all the Argives in the use of the spear. You 
must yourselves have heard whether these things are true 
or no; therefore when I say well despise not my words as 
though I were a coward or of ignoble birth. I say, then, 
let us go to the fight as we needs must, wounded though 
we be. When there, we may keep out of the battle and 
beyond the range of the spears lest we get fresh wounds 
in addition to what we have already, but we can spur on 
others, who have been indulging their spleen and holding 
aloof from battle hitherto.” 

Thus did he speak; whereon they did even as he had 133 
said and set out, King Agamemnon leading the way. 

Meanwhile Neptune had kept no blind look-out, and 135 
came up to them in the semblance of an old man. He 
took Agamemnon’s right hand in his own and said, “Son 
of Atreus, I take it Achilles is glad now that he sees the 
Acheans routed and slain, for he is utterly without remorse 
—may he come to a bad end and heaven confound him. 
As for yourself, the blessed gods are not yet so bitterly angry 
with you but that the princes and counsellors of the Trojans 
shall again raise the dust upon the plain, and you shall see 
them fiying from the ships and tents towards their city.” 146 
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147 With this be raised a mighty cry of battle, and sped 
forward to the plain. The voice that came from his deep 
chest was as that of nine or ten thousand men when they 
are shouting in the thick of a fight, and it put fresh courage 
into the hearts of the Achzans to wage war and do battle 
without ceasing. 

153 Juno of the golden throne looked down as she stood 
upon a peak of Olympus and her heart was gladdened at 
the sight of him who was at once her brother and her 
brother-in-law, hurrying hither and thither amid the 
fighting. Then she turned her eyes to Jove as he sat on 
the topmost crests of many-fountained Ida, and loathed 
him. She set herself to think how she might hoodwink 
him, and in the end she deemed that it would be best for 
her to go to Ida and array herself in rich attire, in the 
hope that Jove might become enamoured of her, and wish 
to embrace her. While he was thus engaged a sweet and 
careless sleep might be made to steal over his eyes and 
senses. 

166 She went, therefore, to the room which her son Vulcan 
had made her, and the doors of which he had cunningly 
fastened by means of a secret key so that no other god 
could open them. Here she entered and closed the doors 
behind her. She cleansed all the dirt from her fair body 
with ambrosia, then she anointed herself {with olive ail, 
ambrosial, very soft, and scented specially for herself—if 
it were so much as shaken in the bronze-floored house of 
Jove, the scent pervaded the universe of heaven and earth. 
With this she anointed her delicate skin, and then she 
plaited the fair ambrosial locks that flowed in a stream of 
golden tresses from her immortal head. She put on the 
wondrous robe which Minerva had worked for her with 
consummate art, and had embroidered with manifold de- 
vices ; she fastened it about her bosom with golden clasps, 
and she girded herself with a girdle that had a hundred 
tassels: then she fastened her earrings, three brilliant 

183 pendants that glistened most beautifully, through the 
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pierced lobes of her ears, and threw a lovely new veil over 184 
her head. She hound her sandals on to her feet, and when 
she had arrayed herself perfectly to her satisfaction, she 
left her room and called Venus to come aside and speak 
toher. ‘*‘ My dear child,” said she, “ will you do what I am 
going to ask of you, or will you refuse me because you are 
angry at my being on the Danaan side, while you are on 
the Trojan ?” 

Jove’s daughter Venus answered, “Juno, august queen 193 
of goddesses, daughter of mighty Saturn, say what you 
want, and I will do it for you at once, if I can, and if it 
can be done at all.” 

Then Juno told her a lying tale and said, “I want you 197 
to endow me with some of those fascinating charms, the 
spells of which bring all things morta] and immortal to 
your feet. I am going to the world’s end to visit Oceanus 
(from whom all we gods proceed) and mother Tethys: 
they received me in their house, took care of me, and 
brought me up, having taken me over from Rhea when 
Jove imprisoned great Saturn in the depths that are under 
earth and sea. I must go and see them that I may make 
peace between them; they have been quarrelling, and are 
so angry that they have not slept with one another this 
long while; if I can bring them round and restore them 
to one another’s embraces, they will be grateful to me and 
love me for ever afterwards.” 

Thereon laughter-loving Venus said, “I cannot and must 211 
not refuse you, for you sleep in the arms of Jove who is 
our king.” 

As she spoke she loosed from her bosom the curiously 214 
embroidered girdle into which all her charms had heen 
wrought—love, desire, and that sweet flattery which steals 
the judgement even of the most prudent. She gave the 
girdle to Juno and said, ‘Take this girdle wherein all my 
charms reside and lay it in your bosom. If you will wear 
it I promise you that your errand, be it what it may, will 
not be bootless.” 221 
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222 When she heard this Juno smiled, and still smiling she 
laid the girdle in her bosom. 

224 Venus now went back into the house of Jove, while Juno 
darted down from the summits of Olympus. She passed 
over Pieria and fair Emathia, and went on and on till she 
came to the snowy ranges of the Thracian horsemen, over 
whose topmost crests she sped without ever setting foot to 
ground. When she came to Athos she went on over the 
waves of the sea till she reached Lemnos, the city of noble 
Thoas. There she met Sleep, own brother to Death, and 
caught him by the hand, saying, “Sleep, you who lord it 
alike over mortals and immortals, if you ever did me a 
service in times past, do one for me now, and I shall be 
grateful to you ever after. Close Jove’s keen eyes for me 
in slumber while I hold him' clasped in my embrace, and IJ 
will give you a beautiful golden seat, that can never fall to 
pieces; my club-footed son Vulcan shall make it for you, 
and he shall give it a footstool for you to rest your fair 
feet upon when you are at table.” 

242 Then Sleep answered, ‘‘ Juno, great queen of goddesses, 
daughter of mighty Saturn, I would lull any other of the 
gods to sleep without compunction, not even excepting the 
waters of Oceanus from whom all of them proceed, but I 
dare not go near Jove, nor send him to sleep unless he 
bids me, I have had one lesson already through doing 
what you asked me, on the day when Jove’s mighty son 
Hercules set sail from Ilius after having sacked the city of 
the Trojans. At your bidding I suffused my sweet self 
over the mind of egis-bearing Jove, and laid him to rest; 
meanwhile you hatched a plot against Hercules, and set 
the blasts of the angry winds beating upon the sea, till you 
took him to the goodly city of Cos away from all his friends. 
Jove was furious when he awoke, and began hurling the 
gods about all over the house; he was looking more pat- 
ticularly for myself, and would have flung me down through 
space into the sea where I should never have been heard 

259 of any more, had not Night who cows both men and gods 
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protected me. I fied to her and Jove left off looking for 260 
me in spite of his being so angry, for he did not dare 

do anything to displease Night. And now you are again 
asking me to do something on which I cannot venture.” 

And Juno said, “Sleep, why do you take such notions 263 
as those into your head? Do you think Jove will be as 
anxious to help the Trojans, as he was about his own son ? 
Come, I will marry you to one of the youngest of the 
Graces, and she shall be your own—Pasithea, whom you 
have always wanted to marry.” 

Sleep was pleased when he heard this, and answered, 269 
“Then swear it to me by the dread waters of the river 
Styx ; lay one hand on the bounteous earth, and the other 
on the sheen of the sea, so that all the gods who dwell 
down below with Saturn may be our witnesses, and see 
that you really do give me one of the youngest of the 
Graces—Pasithea, whom I have always wanted to marry.” 277 

Juno did as he had said. She swore, and invoked all 
the gods of the nether world, who are called Titans, to 
witness. When she had completed her oath, the two 
enshrouded themselves in a thick mist and sped lightly 
forward, leaving Lemnos and Imbrus behind them. Pre- 
gently they reached many-fountained Ida, mother of wild 
beasts, and Lectum where they left the sea to go on by 
land, and the tops of the trees of the forest soughed under 
the going of their feet. Here Sleep halted, and ere Jove 
caught sight of him he climbed a lofty pine-tree—the tallest 
that reared its head towards heaven on all Ida. He hid 
himself hehind the branches and sat there in the semblance 
of the sweet-singing bird that haunts the mountains and is 
called Chalcis by the gods, but men call it Cymindis. Juno 
then went to Gargarus, the topmost peak of Ida, and Jove, 
driver of the clouds, set eyes upon her. As soon as he did 
so he became inflamed with the same passionate desire for 
her that he had felt when they had first enjoyed each other’s 
embraces, and slept with one another without their dear 
parents knowing anything about it. He went up to her 296 
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and said, “ What do you want that you have come hither 
from Olympus—and that too with neither chariot nor horses 
to convey you?” 

301 Then Juno told him a lying tale and said, “I am going 
to the world’s end, to visit Oceanus, from whom all we 
gods proceed, and mother Tethys; they received me into 
their house, took care of me, and brought me up. I must 
go and see them that I may make peace between them: 
they have been quarrelling, and are so angry that they 
have not slept with one another this long time. The horses 
that will take me over land and sea are stationed on the 
lowermost spurs of many-fountained Ida, and | have come 
here from Olympus on purpose to consult you. I was 
afraid you might be angry with me later on, if I went to 
the house of Oceanus without letting you know.” 

312 And Jove said, ‘‘ Juno, you can choose some other time 
for paying your visit to Oceanus—for the present let us 
devote ourselves to love and to the enjoyment of one 
another. Never yet have I been so overpowered by 
passion neither for goddess nor mortal woman as I am 
at this moment for yourself—-not even when I was in love 
with the wife of Ixion who bore me Pirithoiis, peer of gods 
in counsel, nor yet with Danaé the daintily-ancled daughter 
of Acrisius, who bore me the famed hero Perseus. Then 
there was the daughter of Phenix, who bore me Minos and 
Rhadamanthus : there was Semele, and Alcmena in Thebes 
by whom I begot my lion-hearted son Hercules, while Semele 
became mother to Bacchus the comforter of mankind. There 
was queen Ceres again, and lovely Leto, and yourself—but 
with none of these was I ever so much enamoured as [ now 
am with you.” 

329 Juno again answered him with a lying tale. ‘Most 
dread son of Saturn,” she exclaimed, “ what are you 
talking about? Would you have us enjoy one another 
here on the top of Mount Ida, where everything can be 
seen? What if one of the ever-living gods should see us 

335 sleeping together, and tell the others? Jt would be such a 
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scandal that when I had risen from your embraces I could 336 
never show myself inside your house again; but if you are 

so minded, there is a room which your son Vulcan has made 
me, and he has given it good strong doors; if you would 

so have it, let us go thither and lie down.” 

And Jove answered, “Juno, you need not he afraid that 341 
either god or man will see you, for I will enshroud both of 
us in such a dense golden cloud, that the very sun for all 
his hright piercing heams shall not see through it.” 

With this the son of Saturn caught his wife in his em- 346 
brace ; whereon the earth sprouted them a cushion of young 
grass, with dew-hespangled lotus, crocus, and hyacinth, so 
soft and thick that it raised them well ahove the ground. 
Here they laid themselves down and overhead they were 
covered by a fair clond of gold, from which there fell 
glittering dew-drops. 

Thus, then, did the sire of all things repose peacefully on 352 
the crest of Ida, overcome at once by sleep and love, and he 
held his spouse in his arms. Meanwhile Sleep made off to 
the ships of the Achzans, to tell earth-encircling Neptune, 
lord of the earthquake. Whien he had found him he said, 
“Now, Neptune, you can help the Danaans with a will, and 
give them victory though it he only for a short time while 
Jove is still sleeping. I have sent him into a sweet slumber, 
and Juno has begniled him into going to bed with her.” 

Sleep now departed and went his ways to and fro among 361 
mankind, leaving Neptune more eager than ever to help 
the Danaans. He darted forward among the first ranks 
and shouted saying, ‘“ Argives, shall we let Hector son of 
Priam have the triumph of taking our ships and covering 
himself with glory? This is what he says that he shall 
now do, seeing that Achilles is still in dudgeon at his ships. 
We shall get on very well without him if we keep each 
other in heart and stand by one another. Now, therefore, 
let us all do as I say. Let us each take the best and 
largest shield we can lay hold of, put on our helmets, and 
sally forth with our longest spears in our hands; I will 373 
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375 lead you on, and Hector son of Priam, rage as he may, 
will not dare to hold out against us. If any good staunch 
soldier has only a small shield, let him hand it over to a 
worse man, and take a larger one for himself.” 

37g Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. 
The son of Tydeus, Ulysses, and Agamemnon, wounded 
though they were, set the others in array, and went about 
everywhere effecting the exchanges of armour; the most 
valiant took the best armour, and gave the worse to the 
worse man. When they had donned their bronze armour 
they marched on with Neptune at their head. In his 
strong hand he grasped his terrible sword, keen of edge 
and flashing like lightning; woe to him who comes across 
it in the day of battle; all men quake for fear and keep 
away from it. 

389 Hector on the other side set the Trojans in array. 
Thereon Neptune and Hector waged fierce war on one 
another—Hector on the Trojan and Neptune on the Argive 
side. Mighty was the uproar as the two forces met; the 
sea came rolling in towards the ships and tents of the 
Acheans, but waves do not thunder on the shore more 
loudly when driven before the blast of Boreas, nor do the 
flames of a forest fire roar more fiercely when it is well 
alight upon the mountains, nor does the wind bellow with 
ruder music as it tears on through the tops of the oaks 
when it is blowing its hardest, than the terrible shout 
which the Trojans and Achzans raised as they sprang upon 
one another. 

402 Hector first aimed his spear at Ajax, who was turned 
full towards him, nor did he miss his aim. The spear 
struck him where two bands passed over his chest—the 
band of his shield and that of his silverstudded sword— 
and these protected his body. Hector was angry that his 
spear should have heen hurled in vain, and withdrew under 
cover of his men. As he was thus retreating, Ajax son of 
Telamon struck him with a stone, of which there were 

410 many lying about under the men’s feet as they fought— 


BK. xtv.}) BUT IS WOUNDED BY AJAX 235 


brought there to give support to the ships’ sides as they 410 
lay on the shore. Ajax caught up one of them and struck 
Hector above the rim of his shield close to his neck; the 
blow made him spin round like a top and reel in all direc- 
tions. As an oak falls headlong when uprooted by the 
lightning flash of father Jove, and there is a terrible smell 
of brimstone—no man can help being dismayed if he is 
standing near it, for a thunderbolt is a very awful thing— 
even so did Hector fall to earth and bite the dust. His 
spear fell from his hand, but his shield and helmet were 
made fast about his body, and his bronze armour rang 
about him. 

The sons of the Achzans came running with a lond cry 421 
towards him, hoping to drag him away, and they showered 
their darts on the Trojans, but none of them could wound 
him before he was surrounded and covered by the princes 
Polydamas, Æneas, Agenor, Sarpedon captain of the 
Lycians, and noble Glancus: of the others, too, there was 
not one who was unmindful of him, and they held their 
round shields over him to cover him. His comrades then 
lifted him off the ground and bore him away from the 
battle to the place where his horses stood waiting for him 
at the rear of the fight with their driver and the chariot ; 
these then took him towards the city groaning and in great 
pain. When they reached the ford of the fair stream of 
Xanthus, begotten of Immortal Jove, they took him from off- 
his chariot and laid him down on the ground ; they poured 
water over him, and as they did so he breathed again and 
opened his eyes. Then kneeling on his knees he vomited 
blood, but-soon fell back on to the ground, and his eyes 
were again closed in darkness for he was still stunned by 
the blow. 

When the Argives saw Hector leaving the field, they 440 
took heart and set upon the Trojans yet more furiously. 
Ajax fleet son of Oileus began by springing on Satnius son 
of Enops and wounding him with his spear: a fair naiad 
nymph had borne him to Enops as he was herding cattle 445 
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445 by the banks of the river Satnideis, The son of Oileus 
came up to him and struck him in the flank so that he fell, 
and a fierce fight between Trojans and Danaans raged 
round his body. Polydamas son of Panthoiis drew near 
to avenge him, and wounded Prothoénor son of Areilycus 
on the right shoulder ; the terrible spear went right through 
his shoulder, and he clutched the earth as he fell in the 
dust. Polydamas vaunted loudly over him saying, “ Again 
I take it that the spear has not sped in vain from the 
strong hand of the son of Panthoiis; an Argive has caught 
it in his body, and it will serve him for a staff as he goes 
down into the house of Eades.” 

458 The Argives were maddened by this boasting. Ajax son 
of Telamon was more angry than any, for the man had 
fallen close beside him; so he aimed at Polydamas as he 
was retreating, but Polydamas saved himself by swerving 
aside and the spear struck Archelochus son of Antenor, for 
heaven counselled his destruction ; it struck him where the 
head springs from the neck at the top joint of the spine, 
and severed both the tendons at the hack of the head. 
His head, mouth, and nostrils reached the ground long 
before his legs and knees could do so, and Ajax shouted to 
Polydamas saying, ‘‘Think, Polydamas, and tell me truly 
whether this man is not as well worth killing as Prothoénor 
was: he seems rich, and of rich family, a brother, it may 
be, or son of the knight: Antenor, for he is very like him.” 

475 But he knew well who it was, and the Trojans were 
greatly angered. Acamas then bestrode his brother’s body 
and wounded Promachus the Beotian with his spear, for 
he was trying to drag his brother’s body away. Acamas 
vaunted loudly over him saying, “ Argive archers, braggarts 
that you are, toil and suffering shall not be for us only, 
but some of you too shall fall here as well as ourselves. 
See how Promachus now sleeps, vanquished by my spear ; 
payment for my brother’s blood has not been long delayed ; 
a man, therefore, may well be thankful if he leaves a 

486 kinsman in his house behind him to avenge his fall.” 
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His taunts infuriated the Argives, and Peneleos was 487 
more enraged than any of them. He sprang towards 
Acamas, but Acamas did not stand his ground, and he 
killed Ilioneus son of the rich flock-master Phorbas, whom 
Mercury had favoured and endowed with greater wealth 
than any other of the Trojans. Ilioneus was his only son, 
and Peneleos now wounded him in the eye under his eye- 
brows, tearing the eye-ball from its socket: the spear 
went right through the eye into the nape of the neck, and 
he fell, stretching out both hands before him. Peneleos 
then drew his sword and smote him on the neck, so that 
both head and helmet carne tumbling down to the ground 
with the spear still sticking in the eye ; he then held up the 
head, as though it had been a poppy-head, and showed it 
to the Trojans, vaunting over them as he did so. “Trojans,” 
he cried, “bid the father and mother of noble Ilioneus make 
moan for him in their house, for the wife also of Promachus 
son of Alegenor will never be gladdened by the coming of 
her dear husband when we Argives return with our ships 
from Troy.” 

As he spoke fear fell upon them, and every man looked 506 
round about to see whither he might fly for safety. 

Tell me now, O Muses that dwell on Olympus, who was 508 
the first of the Argives to bear away blood-stained spoils 
after Neptune lord of the earthquake had turned the fortune 
of war. Ajax son of Telamon was first to wound Hyrtius 
son of Gyrtius, captain of the staunch Mysians. Antilochus 
killed Phalees and Mermerus, while Meriones slew Morys 
and Hippotion, Teucer also killed Prothodn and Periphetes. 
The son of Atreus then wounded Hyperenor shepherd of 
his people, in the flank, and the bronze point made his 
entrails gush out as it tore in among them; on this his 
life came hurrying out of him at the place where he had 
been wounded, and his eyes were closed in darkness. Ajax 
son of Oileus killed more than any other, for there was no 
man so fleet as he to pursue flying foes when Jove had 
spread panic among them. 522 
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Jove awakes, tells Apollo to heal Hector, and the Trojans 
again become victorious. 


But when their flight had taken them past the trench and 
the set stakes, and many had fallen by the hands of the 
Danaans, the Trojans made a halt on reaching their chariots, 
routed and pale with fear. Jove now woke on the crests 
of Ida, where he was lying with golden-throned Juno by 
his side, and starting to his feet he saw the Trojans and 
Acheans, the one thrown into confusion, and the others 
driving them pell-mel! before them with King Neptune in 
their midst. He saw Hector lying on the ground with his 
comrades gathered round him, gasping for breath, wander- 
ing in mind and vomiting blood, for it was not the feeblest 
of the Achzans who struck him. 

The sire of gods and men had pity on him, and looked 
fiercely on Juno. “I see, Juno,” said he, “you mischief- 
making trickster, that your cunning has stayed Hector 
from fighting and has cansed the rout of his host. Iam 
in half a mind to thrash you, in which case you will be the 
first to reap the fruits of yonr scurvy knavery. Do you 
not remember how once upon a time I had you hanged? 
I fastened two anvils on to your feet, and bound your hands 
in a chain of gold which none might break, and you hung in 
mid-air among the clouds. Ali the gods in Olympus were 
in a fury, but they could not reach you to set yon free; 
when I caught any one of them I gripped him and hurled 
him from the heavenly threshold till he came fainting down 
to earth ; yet even this did not relieve my mind from the 
incessant anxiety which I felt about noble Hercules whom 

238 
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you and Boreas had spitefully conveyed beyond the seas to 26 
Cos, after suborning the tempests; but I rescued him, and 
notwithstanding all his mighty labours J brought him back 
again to Argos. I would remind you of this that you may 
learn to leave off being so deceitful, and discover how much 
you are likely to gain by the embraces out of which you 
have come here to trick me.” 

Juno trembled as he spoke, and said, “May heaven 34 
above and earth below be my witnesses, with the waters of 
the river Styx—and this is the most solemn oath that a 
blessed god can take—nay, I swear also by your own 
almighty head and by our bridal bed—things over which I 
could never possibly perjure myself—that Neptune is not 
punishing Hector and the Trojans and helping the Achzans 
through any doing of mine; it is all of his own mere motion 
because he was sorry to see the Achæans hard pressed at 
their ships : if I were advising him, I should tell him to do 
as you bid him.” 

The sire of gods and men smiled and answered, “‘ If you, 47 
Juno, were always to support me when we sit in council of 
the gods, Neptune, like it or no, would soon come round to 
your and my way of thinking. If, then, you are speaking 
the truth and mean what you say, go among the rank and 
file of the gods, and tell Iris and Apollo lord of the bow, 
that I want them—Iris, that she may go to the Achæan 
host and tell Neptune to leave off fighting and go home, 
and Apollo, that he may send Hector again into battle and 
give him fresh strength; he will thus forget his present 
sufferings, and drive the Achzans back in confusion till 
they fall among the ships of Achilles son of Peleus. Achilles 
will then send his comrade Patroclus into battle, and 
Hector will kill him in front of Ilius after he has slain 
many warriors, and among them my own noble son Sar- 
pedon. Achilles will kill Hector to avenge Patroclus, and 
from that time I will bring it about that the Achzans 
shall persistently drive the Trojans back tu they fulfil the 
counsels of Minerva and take Ilius, But I will not stay 71 


240 JUNO RETURNS TO OLYMPUS _ [11ap 


72 my anger, nor permit any god to help the Danaans till I 
have accomplished the desire of the son of Peleus, accord- 
ing to the promise I made by bowing my head on the day 
when Thetis touched my knees and besought me to give 
him honour.” | 

78 Juno heeded his words and went from the heights of Ida 
to great Olympus. Swift as the thought of one whose 
fancy carries him over vast continents, and he says to 
himself, ‘Now I will be here, or there,” and he would 
have all manner of things—even so swiftly did Juno wing 
her way till she came to high Olympus and went in among 
the gods who were gathered in the house of Jove. When 
they saw her they all of them came up to her, and held out 
their cups to her by way of greeting. She let the others 
be, but took the cup offered her by lovely Themis, who was 
first to come running up to her. “Juno,” said she, ‘why 
are you. here? And you seem troubled—has your husband 
the son of Saturn been frightening you ?” 

93 And Juno answered, “Themis, do not ask me about it. 
You know what a proud and cruel disposition my husband 
has. Lead the gods to table, where you and all the im- 
mortals can hear the wicked designs which he has avowed. 
Many a one, mortal and immortal, will be angered by them, 
however peaceably he may be feasting now.” 

100 On this Juno sat down, and the gods were troubled 
throughout the house of Jove. Laughter sat on her lips 
but her brow was furrowed with care, and she spoke up in 
a rage. “Fools that we are,” she cried, ‘to be thus madly 
angry with Jove; we keep on wanting to go up to him and 
stay him by force or by persuasion, but he sits aloof and 
cares for nobody, for he knows that he is much stronger 
than any other of the immortals. Make the best, there- 
fore, of whatever ills he may choose to send each one of 
you; Mars, I take it, has had a taste of them already, for 
his son Ascalaphus has fallen in battle—the man whom 
of all others he loved most dearly and whose father he 

112 owns himself to be.” 
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When he heard this Mars smote his two sturdy thighs 113 
with the flat of his hands, and said in anger, “Do not 
blame me, you gods that dwell in heaven, if I go to the 
ships of the Achwans and avenge the death of my son, 
even though it end in my being struck by Jove’s lightning 
and lying in blood and dust among the corpses.” 

As he spoke he gave orders to yoke his horses Panic and 119 

Rout, while he put on his armour. On this, Jove would 
have been roused to still more fierce and implacable enmity 
against the other immortals, had not Minerva, alarmed for 
the safety of the gods, sprung from her seat and hurried 
outside. She tore the helmet from his head and the shield 
from his shoulders, and she took the bronze spear from his 
strong hand and set it on one side; then she said to Mars, 
“ Madman, you are undone; you have ears that hear not, 
or you have lost all judgement and understanding ; have 
you not heard what Juno has said on coming straight 
from the presence of Olympian Jove! Do you wish to go 
throngh all kinds of suffering before you are brought back 
sick and sorry to Olympus, after having cansed infinite 
mischief to all us others? Jove would instantly leave the 
Trojans and Achzans to themselves; he would come to 
Olympus to punish us, and would grip us up one after 
another, guilty or not guilty. Therefore lay aside your 
anger for the death of your son; better men than he have 
either been killed already or will fall hereafter, and one 
cannot protect every one’s whole family.” 

With these words she took Mars back to his seat. 142 
Meanwhile Juno called Apollo outside, with Iris the mes- 
senger of the gods. “Jove,” she said to them, “desires 
you to go to him at once on Mt. Ida; when you have seen 
him you are to do as he may then hid you.” 

Thereon Juno left them and resumed her seat inside, 149 
while Iris and Apollo made all haste on their way. When 
they reached many-fountained Ida, mother of wild beasts, 
they found Jove seated on topmost Gargarus with a 
fragrant cloud encircling his head as with a diadem. 153 
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154 They stood before his presence, and he was pleased with 
them for having been so quick in obeying the orders his 
wife had given them. 

157 He spoke to Iris first. “Go,” said he, “fleet Iris, tell 
King Neptune what I now bid you—and tell him true. 
Bid him leave off fighting, and either join the company 
of the gods, or go down into the sea. If he takes no 
heed and disobeys me, let him consider well whether he is 
strong enough to hold his own against me if I attack him. 
I am older and much stronger than he is; yet he is not 
afraid to set himself up as on a level with myself, of whom 
all the other gods stand in awe.” 

168 Iris, fleet as the wind, obeyed him, and as the cold hail 
or snowflakes that fly from out the clouds before the blast 
of Boreas, even so did she wing her way till she came 
close up to the’ great shaker of the earth. Then she said, 
“I have come, O dark-haired king that holds the world in 
his embrace, to bring you a message from Jove. He bids 
you leave off fighting, and either join the company of the 
gods or go down into the sea; if, however, you take no 
heed and disobey him, he says he will come down here and 
fight you. He would have you keep out of his reach, for 
he is older and much stronger than you are, and yet you 
are not afraid to set yourself up as on a level with himself, 
of whom all the other gods stand in awe.” 

184 Neptune was very angry and said, “Great heavens! 
strong as Jove may be, he has said more than he can do 
if he has threatened violence against me, who am of like 
honour with himself. We were three brothers whom Rhea 
bore to Saturn—Jove, myself, and Hades who rules the 
world below. Heaven and earth were divided into three 
parts, and each of us was to have an equal share. When 
we cast lots, it fell to me to have my dwelling in the sea 
for evermore; Hades took the darkness of the realms 
under the earth, while air and sky and clouds were the 
portion that fell to Jove; but earth and great Olympus 

193 are the common property of all. Therefore I will not 


BK. XV.) NEPTUNE LEAVES THE FIELD 243 


walk as Jove would have me. For all his strength, let 194 
him keep to his own third share and be contented without 
threatening to lay hands upon me as though I were no- 
body. Let him keep his bragging talk for his own sons 
and daughters, who must perforce obey him.” 

Iris fleet as the wind then answered, “Am I really, 200 
Neptune, to take this daring and unyielding message to 
Jove, or will you reconsider your answer? Sensible people 
are open to argument, and you know that the Erinyes 
always range themselves on the side of the older person.” * 

Neptune answered, “Goddess Iris, your words have 205 
been spoken in season. It is well when a messenger 
shows so much discretion. Nevertheless it cuts me to the 
very heart that any one should rebuke so angrily another 
who is his own peer, and of like empire with himself. 
Now, however, I will give way in spite of my displeasure ; 
furthermore let me tell you, and I mean what I say—if 
contrary to the desire of myself, Minerva driver of the 
spoil, Juno, Mercury, and King Vulcan, Jove spares 
steep Ilins, and will not let the Achezans have the great 
triumph of sacking it, let him understand that he will 
incur our implacable resentment.” 

Neptune now left the field to go down under the sea, 218 
and sorely did the Achæans miss him. Then Jove said 
to Apollo, ‘Go, dear Phoebus, to Hector, for Neptune 
who holds the earth in his embrace has now gone down 
under the sea to avoid the severity of my displeasure. 
Had he not done so those gods who are below with Saturn 
would have come to hear of the fight between us. It is 
better for both of us that he should have curbed his 
anger and kept out of my reach, for I should have had 
much trouble with him. Take, then, your tasselled ægis, 
and shake it furiously, so as to set the Achzan heroes 
in a panic; take, moreover, brave Hector, O Far-Darter, 
into your own care, and rouse him to deeds of daring, 
till the Achzans are sent flying back to their ships and 933 


l I think Homer must have been still quite young. | 
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234 to the Hellespont. From that point I will think it well 
over, how the Achwans may have a respite from their 
troubles.” 

236 Apollo obeyed his father’s saying, and left the crests of 
Ida, flying like a falcon, bane of doves and swiftest of all 

' birds. He found Hector no longer lying upon the ground, 
but sitting up, for he had just come to himself again. He 
knew those who were about him, and the sweat and hard 
breathing had left him from the moment when the will of 
eegis-bearing Jove had revived him. Apollo stood beside 
him and said, ‘‘ Hector, son of Priam, why are you so faint, 
and why are you here away from the others? Has any 
mishap befallen you?” 

246- Hector in a weak voice answered, “ And which, kind sir, 
of the gods are you, who now ask me thus? Do you not 
know that Ajax struck me on the chest with a stone as 
I was killing his comrades at the ships of the Achzans, 
and compelled me to leave off fighting? J made sure that 
this very day I should breathe my last and go down into 
the house of Hades.” 

253 Then King Apollo said to him, “Take heart ; the son of 
Saturn has sent you a mighty helper from Ida to stand 
by you and defend you, even me, Phebus Apollo of the 
golden sword, who have been guardian hitherto not only 
of yourself but of your city. Now, therefore, order your 
horsemen to drive their chariots to the ships in great 
multitudes. I will go before your horses to smooth the 
way for them, and will turn the Achzans in flight.” 

262 As he spoke he infused great strength into the shepherd 
of his people. And as a horse, stabled and full-fed, breaks 
loose and gallops gloriously over the plain to the place 
where he is wont to take his bath in the river—he tosses 
‘his head, and his mane streams over his shoulders as in all 
the pride of his strength he flies full speed to the pastures 
where the mares are feeding—even so Hector, when he 
heard what the god said, urged his horsemen on, and sped 

270 forward as fast as his limbs could take him: As country 
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peasants set their hounds on to a horned stag or wild 271 
goat—he has taken shelter under rock or thicket, and 
they cannot find him, but, lo, a bearded lion whom their 
shouts have roused stands in their path, and they are 

in no further humour for the chase—even so the Achzans 
were still charging on in a body, using their swords and 
spears pointed at both ends, but when they saw Hector 
going about among his men they were afraid, and their 
hearts fell down into their feet. 

Then spoke Thoas son of Andrzmon, leader of the 281 
AXtolians, a man who could throw a good throw, and whio 
was staunch also in close fight, while few could surpass 
him in debate when opinions were divided. He then 
with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus: 
“What, in heaven’s name, do I now see? Is it not 
Hector come to life again? Every one made sure he 
had been killed by Ajax son of Telamon, but it seems 
that one of the gods has again rescued him. He has 
killed many of us Danaans already, and I take it will yet 
do so, for the hand of Jove must be with him or he would 
never dare show himself so masterful in the forefront of 
the battle. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; let us 
order the main body ovf our forces to fall back upon the 
ships, hut let those of us who profess to be the flower of 
the army stand firm, and see whether we cannot hold 
Hector back at the point of our spears as soon as he 
comes near us; I conceive that he will then think better of 
it before he tries to charge into the press of the Danaans.” 

Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. 300 
Those who were about Ajax and King Idomeneus, the 
followers moreover of Teucer, Meriones, and Meges peer 
of Mars called all their best men about them and sustained 
the fight against Hector and the Trojans, but the main 
body fell back upon the ships of the Achæans. 

The Trojans pressed forward in a dense body, with 306 
Hector striding on at their head. Before him went 
Phoebus Apollo shrouded in cloud about his shoulders. 
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He bore aloft the terrible ægis with its shaggy fringe, 
which Vulcan the smith had given Jove to strike terror 
into the hearts of men. With this in his hand he led on 
the Trojans. 

The Argives held together and stood their ground. The 
cry of battle rose high from either side, and the arrows 
flew from the bowstrings. Many a spear sped from strong 
hands and fastened in the bodies of many a valiant warrior, 
while others fell to earth midway, before they could taste 
of man’s fair flesh and glut themselves with blood. So 
long as Phoebus Apollo held his egis quietly and without 
shaking it, the weapons on either side took effect and the 
people fell, but when he shook it straight in the face of 
tbe Danaans and raised his mighty battle-cry their hearts 
fainted within them and they forgot their former prowess. 
As when two wild beasts spring in the dead of night ona 
herd of cattle or a large flock of sheep when the herdsman 
is not there—even so were the Danaans struck helpless, 
for Apollo filled them with panic and gave victory to 
Hector and the Trojans. 

The fight then became more scattered and they killed 
one another where they best could. Hector killed Stichius 
and Arcesilaus, the one, leader of the Bceotians, and the 
other, friend and comrade of Menestheus. Æneas killed 
Medon and Iasus. The first was bastard son to Oileus, and 
brother to Ajax, but he lived in Phylace away from his 
own country, for he had killed a man, a kinsman of his 
stepmother Eriopis whom Oileus had married. Jasus had 
become a leader of the Athenians, and was son of Sphelus. 
the son of Boucolos, Polydamas killed Mecisteus, and 
Polites Echius, in the front of the battle, while Agenor 
slew Clonius. Paris struck Deiochus from behind in the 
lower part of the shoulder, as he was flying among the 
foremost, and the point of the spear went clean through 
him. 

While they were spoiling these heroes of their armour, 
the Achwans were flying pell-mell to the trench and the 
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set stakes, and were forced back within their wall. Hector 345 
then cried out to the Trojans, ‘“ Forward to the ships, and let 
the spoils be. If I see any man keeping hack on the other 
side the wall away from the ships I will have him killed : 
his kinsmen and kinswomen shall not give him his dues of 
fire, but dogs shall tear him in pieces in front of our city.” 

As he spoke he laid his whip about his horses’ shoulders 352 
and called to the Trojans throughout their ranks; the 
Trojans shouted with a cry that rent the air, and kept 
their horses neck and neck with his own. Pheebus Apollo 
went before, and kicked down the banks of the deep trench 
into its middle so as to make a great broad bridge, as broad 
as the throw of a spear when a man is trying his strength. 
The Trojan battalions poured over the bridge, and Apollo 
with his redoubtable sxgis led the way. He kicked down 
the wall of the Achzans as easily as a child who playing on 
the sea-shore has built a house of sand and then kicks it 
down again and destroys it—even so did you, O Apollo, 
shed toil and trouble upon the Argives, filling them with 
panic and confusion. 

Thus then were the Achexans hemmed in at their ships, 367 
calling out to one another and raising their hands with loud 
cries every man to heaven. Nestor of Gerene, tower of 
strength to the Achzans, lifted up his hands to the starry 
firmament of heaven, and prayed more fervently than any 
of them. ‘‘ Father Jove,” said he, “if ever any one in 
wheat-growing Argos burned you fat thigh-bones of sheep 
or heifer and prayed that he might return safely home, 
whereon you bowed your head to him in assent, bear it in 
mind now, and suffer not the Trojans to triumph thus over 
the Achzeans.” 

All-counselling Jove thundered loudly in answer to the 377 
prayer of the aged son of Neleus. When the Trojans heard 
Jove thunder they flung themselves yet more fiercely on the 
Acheans. Asa wave breaking over the bulwarks of a ship 
when the sea runs high hefore a gale—for it is the force of 
the wind that makes the waves so great—even so did the 383 
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Trojans spring over the wall with a shout, and drive their 
chariots onwards. The two sides fought with their double- 
pointed spears in hand-to-hand encounter—the Trojans 
from their chariots, and the Achans climbing up into 
their ships and wielding the long pikes that were lying on 
the decks ready for use in a sea-fight, jointed and shod 
with bronze. 

Now Patroclus, so long as the Acheans and Trojans were 
fighting about the wall, but were not yet within it and at 
the ships, remained sitting in the tent of good Eurypylus, 
entertaining him with his conversation and spreading herbs 
over his wound to ease his pain. When, however, he saw 
the Trojans swarming through the breach in the wall, while 
the Achzans were clamouring and struck with panic, he 
cried aloud, and smote his two thighs with the flat of his 
hands. ‘ Kurypylus,” said he in bis dismay, “I know you 
want me badly, but I cannot stay with you any longer, for 
there is hard fighting going on; a servant shall take care 
of you now, for I must make all speed to Achilles, and 
induce him to fight if I can ; who knows but with heaven’s 
help I may persuade him. A man does well to listen to 
the advice of a friend.” 

When he had thus spoken he went his way. The 
Acheans stood firm and resisted the attack of the Trojans, 
yet though these were fewer in number, they could not 
drive them back from the ships, neither could the Trojans 
break the Achzan ranks and make their way in among the 
tents and ships. As a carpenter’s line gives a true edge to 
a piece of ship’s timber, in the hand of some skilled work- 
man whom Minerva has instructed in all kinds of useful 
arts—even so level was the issue of the fight between the 
two sides, as they fought some round one ship and some 
round another. 

Hector made straight for Ajax, and the two fought 
fiercely about the same ship. Hector could not force Ajax 
back and fire the ship, nor yet could Ajax drive Hector 


418 from the spot to which heaven had brought him. 
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Then Ajax struck Caletor son of Clytius in the chest 419 
with a spear as he was bringing fire towards the ship. He 
fell heavily to the ground and the torch dropped from his 
hand. When Hector saw his cousin fallen in front of the 
ship he shouted to the Trojans and Lycians saying, “Trojans, 
Lycians, and Dardanians good in close fight, bate not a jot, 
but rescue the son of Clytius lest the Achzans strip him of 
his armour now that he has fallen.” 

He then aimed a spear at Ajax, and missed him, but he 430 
hit Lycophron a follower of Ajax, who came from Cythera, 
but was living with Ajax inasmuch as he had killed a man 
among the Cythereans. Hector’s spear struck him on the 
head below the ear, and he fell headlong from the ship’s 
prow on to the ground with no life left in him. Ajax 
shook with rage and said to his brother, ‘‘ Teucer, my good 
fellow, our trusty comrade the son of Mastor has fallen, 
he who came to live with us from Cythera and whom we 
honoured as much as our own parents. Hector has just 
killed him ; fetch your deadly arrows at once and the bow 
which Pheebus Apollo gave you.” 

Teucer heard him and hastened towards him with his 442 
bow and quiver in his hands. Forthwith he showered his 
arrows on the Trojans, and hit Cleitus the son of Pisenor, 
comrade of Polydamas the noble son of Panthoiis, with the 
reins in his hands as he was attending to his horses; he 
was in the middle of the very thickest part of the fight, 
doing good service to Hector and the Trojans, but evil had 
now come upon him, and not one of those who were fain 
to do so could avert it, for the arrow struck him on the 
back of the neck. He fell from his chariot and his horses 
shook the empty car as they swerved aside. King Poly- 
damas saw what had happened, and was the first to come 
up to the horses; he gave them in charge to Astynoiis son 
of Protiaon, and ordered him to look on, and to keep the 
horses near at hand. He then went back and took his 
place in the front ranks. 

Teucer then aimed another arrow at Hector, and there 458 
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459 would have been no more fighting at the ships if he had 
hit him and killed him then and there: Jove, however, 
who kept watch over Hector, had hiseyes on Teucer, and 
deprived him of his triumph, by breaking his bowstring 
for him just as he was drawing it and about to take his 
aim; on this the arrow went astray and the bow fell from 
his hands. Teucer shook with anger and said to his brother, 
« Alas, see how heaven thwarts us in all we do; it has 
broken my howstring and snatched the bow from my hand, 
though I strung it this self-same morning that 1t might 
serve me for many an arrow.” 

472 Ajax son of Telamon answered, “My good fellow, let 
your bow and your arrows be, for Jove has made them 
useless in order to spite the Danaans. Take your spear, 
lay your shield upon your shoulder, and both fight the 
Trojans yourself and urge others to do so. They may he 
successful for the moment but if we fight as we ought they 
will find it a hard matter to take the ships.” 

Teucer then took his bow and put it by in his tent. He 
hung a shield four hides thick about his shoulders, and on 
his comely head he set his helmet well wrought with a 
crest of horse-hair that nodded menacingly above it; he 
grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and forthwith 
he was by the side of Ajax. 

484 When Hector saw that Teucer’s bow was of no more 
use to him, he shouted out to the Trojans and Lycians, 
“Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians good in close fight, be 
men, my friends, and show your mettle here at the ships, 
for I see the weapon of one of their chieftains made useless 
by the hand of Jove. It is easy to see when Jove is helping 
people and means to help them still further, or again when he 
is bringing them down and will do nothing for them ; he is 
now on our side, and is going against the Argives. There- 
fore swarm round the ships and fight. If any of you is 
struck by spear or sword and loses his life, let him die; 
he dies with honour who dies fighting for his country ; and 

497 he will leave his wife and children safe hehind him, with 
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his house and allotment unplundered if only the Achzans 
can be driven back to their own land, they and their 
ships.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all. 
Ajax on the other side exhorted his comrades saying, 
“Shame on you Argives, we are now utterly undone, unless 
we can save ourselves by driving the enemy from our 
ships. Do you think, if Hector takes them, that you will 
be able to get home by land? Can you not hear him 
cheering on his whole host to fire our fleet, and bidding 
them rememher that they are not at a dance but in battle? 
Our only course is to fight them with might and main ; we 
had better chance it, life or death, once for all, than fight 
long and without issue hemmed in at our ships by worse 
men than ourselves.” 

With these words he put life and soul into them all. 
Hector then killed Schedius son of Perimedes, leader of 
the Phocéans, and Ajax killed Laodamas captain of foot 
soldiers and son to Antenor. Polydamas killed Otus of 
Cyllene a comrade of the son of Phyleus and chief of the 
proud Epeans. When Meges saw this he sprang upon him, 
but Polydamas crouched down, and he missed him, for 
Apollo would not suffer the son of Panthoiis to fall in 
battle; but the spear hit Croesmus in the middle of his 
chest, whereon he fell heavily to the ground, and Meges 
stripped him of his armour. At that moment the valiant 
soldier Dolops son of Lampus sprang upon him; Lampus 
was son of Laomedon and noted for his valour, while his 
son Dolops was versed in all the ways of war. He then 
struck the middle of the son of Phyleus’ shield with his 
spear, setting on him at close quarter's, but his good corslet 
made with plates of metal saved him; Phyleus had brought 
it from Ephyra and the river Selleis, where his host, King 
Euphetes, had given it him to wear in battle and protect 
him. It now served to save the life of his son. Then 
Meges struck the topmost crest of Dolops’s bronze helmet 
with his spear and tore away its plume of horse-hair, so 
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537 that all newly dyed with scarlet as it was it tumbled down 
into the dust. While he was still fighting and confident of 
victory, Menelaus came up to help Meges, and got by the 
side of Dolops nnperceived ; he then speared him in the 
shoulder, from behind, and the point, driven so furiously, 
went through into his chest, whereon he fell headlong. The 
two then made towards him to strip him of his armour, but 
Hector called on all his brothers for help, and he especially 
upbraided brave Melanippus son of Hiketaon, who erewhile 
used to pasture his herds of cattle in Percote hefore the 
war broke out; but when the ships of the Danaans came, 
he went hack to Ilius, where he was eminent among the 
Trojans, and lived near Priam who treated him as one of 
his own sons. Hector now rebuked him and said, ‘‘ Why, 
Melanippus, are we thus remiss? do you take no note of 
the death of yonr kinsman, and do you not see how they are 
trying to take Dolops’s armour? Follow me; there must 
be no fighting the Argives from a distance now, but we 
must do so in close combat till either we kill them or they 
take the high wall of Tins and slay her people.” 

559 He led on as he spoke, and the hero Melanippus followed 
after. Meanwhile Ajax son of Telamon was cheering on 
the Argives. “My friends,” he cried, “be men, and fear 
dishonour ; quit yourselves in battle so as to win respect 
from one another. Men who respect each other’s good 
opinion are less likely to he killed than those who do not, 
but in flight there is neither gain nor glory.” 

565 Thus did he exhort men who were already bent upon 
driving back the Trojans. They laid his words to heart 
and hedged the ships as with a wall of bronze, while Jove 
urged on the Trojans. Menelaus of the loud hattle-cry 
urged Antilochus on. “ Antilochus,” said he, “you are 
young and there is none of the Achzans more fleet of foot 
or more valiant than you are. See if you cannot spring 
upon some Trojan and kill him.” 

572 He hurried away when he had thus spurred Antilochus, 
who at once darted out from the front ranks and aimed a 
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spear, after looking carefully round him. he Trojans fell £74 
back as he threw, and the dart did not speed from his hand 
without effect, for it struck Melanippus the proud son of 
Hiketaon in the breast by the nipple as he was coming 
forward, and his armour rang rattling round him as he fell 
heavily to the ground. Antilochus sprang upon him as a 
dog springs on a fawn which a hunter has hit as it was 
breaking away from its covert, and killed it. Even so, O 
Melanippus, did stalwart Antilochus spring upon you to 
strip you of your armour; but noble Hector marked him, 
and came running up to him through the thick of the battle. 
Antilochus, brave soldier though he was, would not stay to 
face him, but fled like some savage creature which knows 
it has done wrong, and flies, when it has killed a dog or a 
man who is herding his cattle, before a body of men can be 
gathered to attack it. Even so did the son of Nestor fly, 
and the Trojans and Hector with a cry that rent the air 
showered their weapons after him; nor did he turn round 
and stay his flight till he had reached his comrades. rf 
The Trojans, fierce as lions, were still rushing on towards 592 
the ships in fulfilment of the behests of Jove who kept 
spurring them on to new deeds of daring, while he deadened 
the courage of the Argives and defeated them by encourag- 
ing the Trojans. For he meant giving glory to Hector son 
of Priam, and letting him throw fire upon the ships, till he 
had fulfilled the unrighteous prayer that Thetis had made 
him ; Jove, therefore, bided his time till he should see the 
glare of a blazing ship. From that hour he was about so 
to order it that the Trojans should be driven back from 
the ships and to vouchsafe glory to the Achzans. With 
this purpose he inspired Hector son of Priam, who was 
eager enough already, to assail the ships. His fury was as 
that of Mars, or as when a fire is raging in the glades of 
some dense forest upon the mountains; he foamed at the 
mouth, his eyes glared under his terrible eye-brows, and 
his helmet quivered on his temples by reason of the fury 
with which he fought. Jove from heaven was with him, 610 
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611 and though he was but one against many, vouchsafed him 
victory and glory ; for he was doomed to an early death, 
and already Pallas Minerva was hurrying on the hour of 
his destruction at the hands of the son of Peleus. Now, 
however, he kept trying to break the ranks of the enemy 
wherever he could see them thickest, and in the goodliest 
armour; but do what he might he could not break through 
them, for they stood as a tower foursquare, or as some 
high cliff rising from the grey sea that braves the anger 
of the gale, and of the waves that thunder up against it. 
He fell upon them like flames of fire from every quarter. 
As when a wave, raised mountain high by wind and storm, 
breaks over a ship and covers it deep in foam, the fierce 
winds roar against the mast, the hearts of the sailors fail 
them for fear, and they are saved but by a very little from 
destruction—even so were the hearts of the Achæans faint- 
ing within them. Or as a savage lion attacking a herd 
of cows while they are feeding by thousands in the low- 
lying meadows by some wide-watered shore—the herdsman 
is at his wits’ end how to protect his herd and keeps going 
about now in the van and now in the rear of his cattle, 
while the lion springs into the thick of them and fastens 
on a cow so that they all tremble for fear—even so were 
the Achæans utterly panic-stricken by Hector and father 

- Jove. Nevertheless Hector only killed Periphetes of My- 
cenz ; he was son of Copreus who was wont to take the 
orders of King Eurytheus to mighty Hercules, but the 
son was a far better man than the father in every way ; 
he was fleet of foot, a valiant warrior, and in understand- 
ing ranked among the foremost men of Mycene. He it 
was who then afforded Hector a triumph, for as he was 
turning back he stumbled against the rim of his shield 
which reached his feet, and served to keep the javelins off 
him. He tripped against this and fell face upward, his 
helmet ringing loudly about his head as he did so. Hector 
saw him fall and ran up to him; he then thrust a spear 

650 into his chest, and killed him close to his own comrades. 
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These, for all their sorrow, could not help him for they 
were themselves terribly afraid of Hector. 

They had now reached the ships and the prows of those 653 
that had been drawn up first were on every side of them, 
but the Trojans came pouring after them. The Argives 
were driven back from the first row of ships, but they 
made a stand by their tents without being broken up and 
scattered; shame and fear restrained them. They kept 
shouting incessantly to one another, and Nestor of Gerene, 
tower of strength to the Achzans, was loudest in imploring 
every man by his parents, and beseeching him to stand 
firm. 

“Be men, my friends,” he cried, “and respect one 661 
another’s good opinion. Think, all of you, on your chil- 
dren, your wives, your property, and your parents whether 
these be alive or dead. On their behalf though they are 
not here, I implore you to stand firm, and not to turn 
in flight.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all. 667 
Minerva lifted the thick veil of darkness from their eyes, 
and much light fell upon them, alike on the side of the 
ships and on that where the fight was raging. They 
could see Hector and all his men, both those in the rear 
who were taking no part in the battle, and those who 
were fighting by the ships. “ 

Ajax could not bring himself to retreat along with chen 674 
rest, but strode from deck to deck with a great sea-pike 
in his hands twelve cubits long and jointed with rings. 
As a man skilled in feats of horsemanship couples four 
horses together and comes tearing full speed along the 
public way from the country into some large town—many 
both men and women marvel as they see him for he keeps 
all the time changing his horse, springing from one to 
another without ever missing his feet while the horses 
are at a gallop—even so did Ajax go striding from one 
ship’s deck to another, and his voice went up into the 
heavens. He kept on shouting his orders to the Danaans 687 
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688 and exhorting them to defend their ships and tents; 
neither did Hector remain within the main body of the 
Trojan warriors, but as a dun eagle swoops down upon a 
flock of wild-fowl feeding near a river—geese, It may be, or 
cranes, or long-necked swans—even so did Hector make 
straight for a dark-prowed ship, rushing right towards it ; 
for Jove with his mighty hand impelled him forward, and 
roused his people to follow him. 

696 And now the battle again raged furiously at the ships. 
You would have thought the men were coming on fresh 
and unwearied, so fiercely did they fight; and this was the 
mind in which they were—the Achzans did not believe 
they shonld escape destruction but thought themselves 
doomed, while there was not a Trojan but his heart beat 
high with the hope of firing the ships and putting the 
Achzan heroes to the sword. 

703 Thus were the two sides minded. Then Hector seized 
the stern of the good ship that had brought Protesilaus 
to Troy, but never bore him back to his native land. 
Round this ship there raged a close hand-to-hand fight 
between Danaans and Trojans. They did not fight at a 
distance with bows and javelins, but with one mind 
hacked at one another in close comhat with their mighty 
swords and spears pointed at both ends; they fought 
moreover with keen battle-axes and with hatchets. Many 
a good stont blade hilted and scabbarded with iron, fell 
from hand or shoulder as they fought, and the earth ran 
red with blood. Hector, when he had seized the ship, 
would not loose his hold but held on to its curved stern 
and shouted to the Trojans, ‘“Bring fire, and raise the 
battle-cry all of you with a single voice. Now has Jove 
vouchsafed us a day that will pay us for all the rest; this 
day we shall take the ships which came hither against 
heaven’s will, and which have caused us such infinite 
suffering through the cowardice of our councillors, who 
when I would have done battle at the ships held me back 

723 and forbade the host to follow me; if Jove did then indeed 
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warp our judgements, himself now commands me and 
cheers me on.” 

As he spoke thus the Trojans sprang yet more fiercely 
on the Achzans, and Ajax no longer held his ground, for 
he was overcome by the darts that were flung at him, and 
made sure that he was doomed. Therefore he left the 
raised deck at the stern, and steppéd back on to the 
seven-foot bench of the oarsmen. Here he stood on the 
look-out, and with his spear held back any Trojan whom 
he saw bringing fire to the ships. All the time he kept 
on shouting at the top of his voice and exhorting the 
Danaans. ‘“ My friends,” he eried, ‘‘Danaan heroes, ser- 
vants of Mars, be men my friends, and fight with might 
and with main. Can we hope to find helpers hereafter, 
or a wall to shield us more surely than the one we have? 
There is no strong city within reach, whence we may 
draw fresh forces to turn the scales in our favour. We 
are on the plain of the armed Trojans with the sea behind 
us, and far from our own country. Our salvation, there- 
fore, is in the might of our hands and in hard fighting.” 

As he spoke he wielded his spear with still greater fury, 
and when any Trojan made towards the ships with fire at 
_Hector’s bidding, he would be on the look-out for him, 
and drive at him with his long spear. Twelve men did 
he thus kill in hand-to-hand fight before the ships. 


726 
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BOOK XVI 


Fire being now thrown on the ship of Protesilaus, Patroclus fights 
in the armour of Achilles—He drives ,the Trojans back, but 
is in the end killed by Euphorbus and Hector. 


Tuus did they fight about the ship of Protesilaus. Then 
Patroclus drew near to Achilles with tears welling from 
his eyes, as from some spring whose crystal stream falls 
over the ledges of a high precipice. When Achilles saw 
him thus weeping he was sorry for him and said, “ Why, 
Patroclus, do you stand there weeping like some silly child 
that comes running to her mother, and hegs to be taken up 
and carried—she catches hold of her mother’s dress to 
stay her though she is in a hurry, and looks tearfully up 
until her mother carries her—even such tears, Patroclus, 
are you now shedding. Have you anything to say to the 
Myrmidons or to myself? or have you had news from 
Phthia which you alone know? They tell me Mencetius son 
of Actor is still alive, as also Peleus son of Atacus, among 
the Myrmidons—men whose loss we two should bitterly 
deplore; or are you grieving about the Argives and the 
way in which they are being killed at the ships, through 
their own high-handed doings? Do not hide anything 
from me but tell me that both of us may know about it.” 

20 Then, O knight Patroclus, with a deep sigh you 
answered, “Achilles, son of Peleus, foremost champion of 
the Achæans, do not be angry, but I weep for the disaster 
that has now befallen the Argives. All those who have 
been their champions so far are lying at the ships, 
wounded by sword or spear. Brave Diomed son of 
Tydeus has been hit with a spear, while famed Ulysses 

26 and Agamemnon have received sword-wounds; Eurypylus 

25 
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again has been struck with an arrow in the thigh ; skilled 27 
apothecaries are attending to these heroes, and healing 
them of their wounds; are you still, O Achilles, so inex- 
orable? May it never be my lot to nurse such a passion 
as you have done, to the baning of your own good name. 
Who in future story will speak well of you unless you 
now save the Argives from ruin? You know no pity; 
knight Peleus was not your father nor Thetis your 
mother, but the grey sea bore you and the sheer cliffs 
begot you, so cruel and remorseless are you. If however 
you are kept back through knowledge of some oracle, or 
if your mother Thetis has told you something from the 
mouth of Jove, at least send me and the Myrmidons with 
me, if I may bring deliverance to the Danaans. Let me 
moreover wear your armour; the Trojans may thus mis- 
take me for you and quit the field, so that the hard-pressed 
sons of the Achzans may have breathing time—which 
while they are fighting may hardly be. We who are fresh 
might soon drive tired men back from our ships and tents 
to their own city.” 

He knew not what he was asking, nor that he was suing 46 
for his own destruction. Achilles was deeply moved dnd 
answered, “ What, noble Patroclus, are you saying? I 
know no prophesyings which I am heeding, nor has my 
mother told me anything from the mouth of Jove, but I 
am cut to the very heart that one of my own rank should 
dare to rob me because he is more powerful than I am. 
This, after all that I have gone through, is more than I 
can endure. The girl whom the sons of the Achzans 
chose for me, whom I won as the fruit of my spear on 
having sacked a city—her has King Agamemnon taken 
from me as though I were some common vagrant. Still, 
let bygones be bygones: no man may keep his anger for 
ever; I said I would not relent till battle and the cry of 
war had reached my own ships; nevertheless, now gird my 
armour about your shoulders, and lead the Myrmidons to 
battle, for the dark cloud of Trojans has burst furiously 66 
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67 over our fleet; the Argives are driven back on to the 
beach, cooped within a narrow space, and the whole people 
of Troy has taken heart to sally out against them, because 
they see not the visor of my helmet gleaming near them. 
Had they seen this, there would not have been a creek nor 
grip that had not been filled with their dead as they fled 
back again. And so it would have been, if only King 
Agamemnon had dealt fairly by me. As it is the Trojans 
have beset our host. Diomed son of Tydeus no longer 
wields his spear to defend the Danaans, neither have I 
heard the voice of the son of Atreus coming from his hated 
head, whereas that of murderous Hector rings in my ears 
as he gives orders to the Trojans, who triumph over the 
Achzeans and fill the whole plain with their cry of battle. 
But even so, Patroclus, fall upon them and save the fleet, 
lest the Trojans fire it and prevent us from being able to 
return. Do, however, as I now bid you, that you may win 
me great honour from all the Danaans, and that they may 
restore the girl to me again and give me rich gifts into 
the bargain. When you have driven the Trojans from the 
ships, come back again. Though Juno’s thundering hus- 
bahd should put triumph within your reach, do not fight 
the Trojans further in my absence, or you will rob me of 
glory that should be mine. And do not for lust of battle 
go on killing the Trojans nor lead the Achzans on to Tlius, 
lest one of the ever-living gods from Olympus attack you 
—for Phebus Apollo loves them well: return when you 
have freed the ships from peril, and let others wage war 
upon the plain. Would, by father Jove, Minerva, and 
Apollo, that not a single man of all the Trojans might be 
left alive, nor yet of the Argives, but that we two might 
be alone left to tear aside the mantle that veils the brow 
of Troy.” 

101 ‘Thus did they converse. But Ajax could no longer hold 
his ground for the shower of darts that rained upon him ; 
the will of Jove and the javelins of the Trojans were too 

105 much for him; the helmet that gleamed about his temples 
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rang with the continuous clatter of the missiles that kept 105 
pouring on to it and on to the cheek-pieces that protected 
his face. Moreover his left shoulder was tired with having 
held his shield so long, yet for all this, let fly at him as they 
would, they could not make him give ground. He could 
hardly draw his breath, the sweat rained from every pore 

of his body, he had not a moment’s respite, and on all sides 

he was beset by danger upon danger. 

And now, tell me, O Muses that hold your mansions 112 
on Olympus, how fire was thrown upon the ships of the 
Acheans. Hector came close up and let drive with his 
great sword at the ashen spear of Ajax. He cut it clean 
in two just behind where the point was fastened on to the 
shaft of the spear. Ajax, therefore, had now nothing but 
a headless spear, while the bronze point flew some way off 
and came ringing down on to the ground. Ajax knew the 
hand of heaven in this, and was dismayed at seeing that 
Jove had now left him utterly defenceless and was willing 
victory for-the Trojans, Therefore he drew back, and the 
Trojans flung fire upon the ship which was at once wrapped 
in flame. 

The fire was now flaring about the ship’s stern, whereon 124 
Achilles smote his two thighs and said to Patroclus, “ Up, 
noble knight, for I see the glare of hostile fire at our fleet ; 
up, lest they destroy our ships, and there be no way by 
which we may retreat. Gird on your armour at once while 
I call our people together.” 

As he spoke Patroclus put on his armour. First he 131 
greaved his legs with greaves of good make, and fitted 
with ancle-clasps of silver; after this he donned the cuirass 
of the son of A#acus, richly inlaid and studded. He hung 
his silver-studded sword of bronze about his shoulders, and 
then his mighty shield. On his comely head he set his 
helmet, well wrought, with a crest of horse-hair that nodded 
menacingly above it. He grasped two redoubtable spears 
that suited his hands, but he did not take the spear of 
noble Achilles, so stout and strong, for none other of the 141 
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142 Achæans could wield it, though Achilles could do so easily. 


168 


This was the ashen spear from Mount Pelion, which Chiron 
had cut upon a mountain top and had given to Peleus, 
wherewith to deal out death among heroes. He bade Auto- 
medon yoke his horses with all speed, for he was the man 
whom he held in honour next after Achilles, and on whose 
support in battle he could rely most firmly. Automedon'there- 
fore yoked the fleet horses Xanthus and Balius, steeds that 
could fly like the wind: these were they whom the harpy 
Podarge bore to the west wind, as she was grazing in a 
meadow by the waters of the river Oceanus. In the side 
traces he set the noble horse Pedasus, whom Achilles had 
brought away with him when he sacked the city of Hetion, 
and who, mortal steed though he was, could take his place 
along with those that were immortal. 

Meanwhile Achilles went about everywhere among the 
tents, and bade his Myrmidons put on their armour. 
Even as fierce ravening wolves that are feasting upon a 
horned stag which they have killed upon the mountains, 
and their jaws are red with blood—they go in a pack to 
lap water from the clear spring with their long thin 
tongues, and they reek of blood and slaughter; they know 
not what fear is, for it is hunger drives them—even so did 
the leaders and counsellors of the Myrmidons gather round 
the good squire of the fleet descendant of Æacus, and 
among them stood Achilles himself cheering on both men 
and horses. 

Fifty ships had noble Achilles brought to Troy, and in 
each there was a crew of fifty oarsmen. Over these he 
set five captains whom he could trust, while he was him- 
self commander over them all. Menesthius of the gleam- 
ing corslet, son to the river Spercheius that streams from 
heaven, was captain of the first company. Fair Polydora 
daughter of Peleus bore him to ever-flowing Spercheius—a 
woman mated with a god—but he was called son of Borus 
son of Perieres, with whom his mother was living as his 


178 wedded wife, and who gave great wealth to gain her. The 
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second company was led by noble Eudorus, son to an un- 179 
wedded woman. Polymele, daughter of Phylas the grace- 
ful dancer, bore him; the mighty slayer of Argos was 
enamoured of her as he saw her among the singing women 
at a dance held in honour of Diana the rushing huntress 
of the golden arrows ; he therefore—Mercury, giver of all 
good—went with her into an upper chamber, and lay with 
her in secret, whereon she bore him a noble son Eudorus, 
singularly fleet of foot and in fight valiant. When 
Ilithuia goddess of the pains of child-birth brought him 
to the light of day, and he saw the face of the sun, mighty 
Echecles son of Actor took the mother to wife, and gave 
great wealth to gain her, but her father Phylas brought 
the child up, and took care of him, doting as fondly upon 
him as though he were his own son. The third company 
was led by Pisander son of Mæmalus, the finest spearman 
among all the Myrmidons next to Achilles’ own comrade 
Patroclus. The old knight Phcenix was captain of the 
fourth company, and Alcimedon, noble son of Laérceus of 
the fifth. 

When Achilles had chosen his men and had stationed 198 
them all with their captains, he charged them straitly 
saying, “‘Myrmidons, remember your threats against the 
Trojans while you were at the ships in the time of my 
anger, and you were all complaining of me. ‘Cruel son 
of Peleus,’ you would say, ‘your mother must have suckled 
you on gall, so ruthless are you. You keep us here at the 
ships against our will; if you are so relentless it were 
better we went home over the sea.’ Often have you 
gathered and thus chided with me. The hour is now 
come for those high feats of arms that you have so long 
been pining for, therefore keep high hearts each one of 
you to do battle with the Trojans.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all, 210 
and they serried their companies yet more closely when 
they heard the words of their king. As the stones which 
a builder sets in the wall of some high house which is to 212 
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213 give shelter from the winds—even so closely were the 
helmets and hossed shields set against one another. Shield 
pressed on shield, helm on helm, and man on man; s0 close 
were they that the horse-hair plumes on the gleaming 
ridges of their helmets touched each other as they bent 
their heads. 

218 In front of them all two men put on their armour— 
Patroclus and Automedon—two men, with but one mind 
to lead the Myrmidons. Then Achilles went inside his 
tent and opened the lid of the strong chest which silver- 
footed Thetis had given him to take on board ship, and 
which she had filled with shirts, cloaks to keep out the 
cold, and good thick rugs. In this chest he had a cup of 
rare workmanship, from which no man but himself might 
drink, nor would he make offering from it to any other 
god save only to father Jove. He took the cup from the 
chest and cleansed it with sulphur; this done he rinsed it 
in clean water, and after he had washed his hands he drew 
wine. Then he stood in the middle of the court and 
prayed, looking towards heaven, and making his drink- 
offering of wine; nor was he unseen of Jove whose joy 
is in thunder. “King Jove,” he cried, “lord of Dodona, 
god of the Pelasgi, who dwellest afar, you who hold wintry 
Dodona in your sway, where your prophets the Selli dwell 
around you with their feet unwashed and their couches 
made upon the ground—if you heard me when I prayed 
to you aforetime, and did me honour while you sent 
disaster on the Achæans, vouchsafe me now the fulfil- 
ment of yet this further prayer. I shall stay here where 
my ships are lying, but I shall send my comrade into 
battle at the head of many Myrmidons. Grant, O all- 
seeing Jove, that victory may go with him; put your 
courage into his heart that Hector may learn whether my 
squire is man enough to fight alone, or whether his might 
is only then so indomitable when I myself enter the 
turmoil of war. Afterwards when he has chased the fight 

246 and the cry of battle from the ships, grant that he may 
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return unharmed, with his armour and his comrades, 
fighters in close combat.” 

Thus did he pray, and all-counselling Jove heard his 249 
prayer. Part of it he did indeed vouchsafe him—but not 
the whole. He granted that Patroclus should thrust back 
war and battle from the ships, but refused to let him come 
safely out of the fight. 

When he had made his drink-offering and had thus 252 
prayed, Achilles went inside his tent and put back the 
cup into his chest. 

Then he again came out, for he still loved to look 255 
upon the fierce fight that raged between the Trojans and 
Achezans. 

Meanwhile the armed band that was about Patroclus 257 
marched on till they sprang high in hope upon the 
Trojans. They came swarming out like wasps whose 
nests are by the roadside, and whom silly children love 
to tease; whereon any one who happens to be passing may 
get stung—or again, if a wayfarer going along the road 
vexes them by accident, every wasp will come fiying out 
in a fury to defend his little ones—even with such rage 
and courage did the Myrmidons swarm from their ships, 
and their cry of battle rose heavenwards. Patroclus called 
out to his men at the top of his voice, ‘‘ Myrmidons, fol- 
lowers of Achilles son of Peleus, be men my friends, fight 
with might and with main, that we may win glory for the 
son of Peleus, who is far the foremost man at the ships of 
the Argives—he, and his close fighting followers. The son 
of Atreus King Agamemnon will thus learn his folly in 
showing no respect to the bravest of the Achzans.” 

With these words he put heart and soul into them all, 275 
and they fell in a body upon the Trojans. The ships rang 
again with the cry which the Acheans raised, and when 
the Trojans saw the brave son of Mencetius and his squire 
all gleaming in their armour, they were daunted and their 
battalions were thrown into confusion, for they thought 
the fleet son of Peleus must now have put aside his anger, 281 


266 PATROCLUS ROUTS THE TROJANS [ruraD 


and have been reconciled to Agamemnon ; every one, there- 
fore, looked round about to see whither he might fly for 
safety. 

284 Patroclus first aimed a spear into the middle of the 
press where men were packed most closely, by the stern 
of the ship of Protesilaus. He hit Pyrechmes who had 
led his Peonian horsemen from the Amydon and the broad 
waters of the river Axius; the spear struck him on the 
right shoulder, and with a groan he fell backwards in the 
dust; on this his men were thrown into confusion, for by 
killing their leader, who was the finest soldier among then, 
Patroclus struck panic into them all. He thus drove them 
from the ship and quenched the fire that was then blazing 
—leaving the half-burnt ship to lie where it was. The 
Trojans were now driven back with a shout that rent the 
skies, while the Danaans poured after them from their 
ships, shouting also without ceasing. As when Jove, 
gatherer of the thunder-cloud, spreads a dense canopy on 
the top of some lofty mountain, and all the peaks, the 
jutting headlands, and forest glades show out in the great 
light that flashes from the bursting heavens, even so when 
the Danaans had now driven back the fire from their 
ships, they took breath for a little while; but the fury of 
the fight was not yet over, for the Trojans were not driven 
back in utter rout, but still gave battle, and were ousted 
from their ground only by sheer fighting. 

306 The fight then became more scattered, and the chieftains 
killed one another when and how they could. The valiant 
son of Mencetius first drove his spear into the thigh of 
Areilycus just as he was turning round; the point went 
clean through, and broke the bone so that he fell forward. 
Meanwhile Menelaus struck Thoas in the chest, where it 
was exposed near the rim of his shield, and he fell dead. 
The son of Phyleus saw Amphiclus about to attack him, 
and ere he could do so took aim at the upper part of his 
thigh, where the muscles are thicker than in any other 

315 part; the spear tore through al] the sinews of the leg, and 
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his eyes were closed in darkness. Of the sons of Nestor 316 
one, Antilochus, speared Atymnius, driving the point of 
the spear through his throat, and down he fell, Maris 
then sprang on Antilochus in hand-to-hand fight to avenge 
his brother, and bestrode the body spear in hand; but 
valiant Thrasymedes was too quick for him, and in a 
moment had struck him in the shoulder ere he could deal 
his blow; his aim was true, and the spear severed all the 
muscles at the root of his arm, and tore them right down 
to the bone, so he fell heavily to the ground and his eyes 
were closed in darkness. ‘Thus did these two noble com- 
rades of Sarpedon go down to Erebus slain by the two 
sons of Nestor; they were the warrior sons of Amisodorus, 
who had reared the invincible Chimera, to the bane of 
many. Ajax son of Oileus sprang on Cleobulus and took 
him alive as he was entangled in the crush; but he killed 
him then and there by a sword-blow on the neck. The 
sword reeked with his blood, while dark death and the 
strong hand of fate gripped him and closed his eyes. 
Peneleos and Lycon’ now met in close fight, for they 335 
had missed each other with their spears. They had both 
thrown without effect, so now they drew their swords. 
Lycon struck the plumed crest of Peneleos’ helmet but 
his sword broke at the hilt, while Peneleos smote Lycon 
on the neck under the ear. The blade sank so deep that 
the head was held on by nothing but the skin, and there 
was no more life left in him. Meriones gave chase to 
Acamas on foot and caught him up just as he was about 
to mount his chariot; he drove a spear through his right 
shoulder so that he fell headlong from the car, and his 
eyes were closed in darkness. Idomeneus speared Erymas 
in the mouth; the bronze point of the spear went clean 
through it beneath the brain, crashing in among the white 
bones and smashing them up. His teeth were all of them 
knocked out and the blood came gushing in a stream from 
both his eyes ; it also came gurgling up from his mouth and 
nostrils, and the darkness of death enfolded him round about. 350 


268 THE FEATS OF PATROCLUS [ILIAD 


351 Thus did these chieftains of the Danaans each of them 
kill his man. As ravening wolves seize on kids or lambs, 
fastening on them when they are alone on the hillsides 
and have strayed from the main flock through the care- 
lessness of the shepherd—and when the wolves see this 
they pounce upon them at once because they cannot defend 
themselves—-even so did the Danaans now fall on the Tro- 
jans, who fled with ill-omened cries in their panic and had 
no more fight left in them. 

358 Meanwhile great Ajax kept on trying to drive a spear 
into Hector, but Hector was so skilful that he held his 
broad shoulders well under cover of his ox-hide shield, 
ever on the look-out for the whizzing of the arrows aud 
the heavy thud: of the spears. He well knew that the 
fortunes of the day had changed, but still stood his ground 
and tried to protect his comrades. 

364 As when a cloud goes up into heaven from Olympus, 
rising out of a clear sky when Jove is brewing a gale— 
even with such panic-stricken rout did the Trojans now 
fly, and there was no order in their going. Hector’s fleet 
horses hore him and his armoury out of the fight, and he 
left the Trojan host penned in by the deep trench against 
their will. Many a yoke of horses snapped the pole of 
their chariots in the trench and left their master’s car 
behind them. Patroclus gave chase, calling impetuously 
on the Danaans and full of fury against the Trojans, who, 
being now no longer in a body, filled all the ways with 
their cries of panic and rout; the air was darkened with 
the clouds of dust they raised, and the horses strained 
every nerve in their flight from the tents and ships to- 

_ wards the city. 

317 Patroclus kept on beading his horses wherever he saw 
most men flying in confusion, cheering on his men the 
while. Chariots were being smashed in all directions, 
and many a man came tumbling down from his own car 
to fall beneath the wheels of that of Patroclus, whose 

380 Immortal steeds, given by the gods to Peleus, sprang over 
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the trench at a bound as they sped onward. He was 380 
intent on trying to get near Hector, for he had set his 
heart on spearing him, but Hectors horses were now 
hurrying him away. As the whole dark earth bows before 
some tempest on an autumn day when Jove rains his 
hardest to punish men for giving crooked judgement in 
their courts, and driving justice therefrom without heed 
to the decrees of heaven—all the rivers run full and the 
torrents tear many a new channel as they roar headlong 
from the mountains to the dark sea, and it fares ill with 
the works of men—even such was the stress and strain of 
the Trojan horses in their flight. 

Patroclus now cut off the battalions that were nearest to 394 
him and drove them back to the ships. They were doing 
their best to reach the city, but he would not let them, and 
bore down on them between the river and the ships and 
wall, Many a fallen comrade did he then avenge. First 
he hit Pronoiis with a spear on the chest where it was ex- 
posed near the rim of his shield, and he fell heavily to the 
ground. Next he sprang on Thestor son of Enops, who was 
sitting all huddled up in his chariot, for he had lost his head 
and the reins had been torn out of his hands. Patroclus 
went up to him and drove a spear into his right jaw; he 
thus hooked him by the teeth and the spear pulled him 
over the rim of his car, as one who sits at the end of some 
jutting rock and draws a strong fish out of the sea with a 
hook and a line—even so with his spear did he pull Thestor 
all gaping from his chariot; he then threw him down on 
his face and he died while falling. On this, as Erylaus was 
coming on to attack him, he struck him full on the head 
with a stone, and his brains were all battered inside his 
helmet, whereon he fell headlong to the ground and the 
pangs of death took hold upon him. Then he laid low, one 
after the other, Erymas, Amphoterus, Epaltes, Tlepolemus, 
Echius son of Damastor, Pyris, Ipheus, Euippus and Poly- 
melus son of Argeas. 

Now when Sarpedon saw his comrades, men who. wore 419 
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420 ungirdled tunics, being overcome by Patroclus son of Mene- 
tius, he rebuked the Lycians saying, ‘Shame on you, where 
are you flying to? Show your mettle; I will myself meet 
this man in fight and learn who it is that is so masterful ; 
he has done us much hurt, and has stretched many a brave 
man upon the ground.” 

426 He sprang from his chariot as he spoke, and Patroclus, 
when he saw this, leaped on to the ground also. The two 
then rushed at one another with loud cries like eagle-beaked 
crook-taloned vultures that scream and tear at one another 
in some high mountain fastness. 

431 The son of scheming Saturn looked down upon them in 
pity and said to Juno who was his wife and sister, “ Alas, 
that it should be the lot of Sarpedon whom I love so dearly 
to perish by the hand of Patroclus. I am in two minds 
whether to catch him up out of the fight and set him down 
safe and sound in the fertile land of Lycia, or to let him now 
fall by the hand of the son of Mencetius.” 

439 And Juno answered, “ Most dread son of Saturn, what is 
this that you are saying?) Would you snatch a mortal man, 
whose doom has long been fated, out of the jaws of death ? 
Do as you will, but we shall not all of us be of your mind. 
I say further, and lay my saying to your heart, that if you 
send Sarpedon safely to his own home, some other of the 
gods will be also wanting to escort his son out of battle, for 
there are many sons of gods fighting round the city of Troy, 
and you will make every one jealous. If, however, you are 
fond of him and pity him, let him indeed fall by the hand 
of Patroclus, but as soon as the life is gone out of him, send 
Death and sweet Sleep to bear him off the field and take 
him to the broad lands of Lycia, where his brothers and his 
kinsmen will bury him with mound and pillar, in due honour 
to the dead.” 

458 The sire of gods and men assented, but he shed a rain of 
blood upon the earth in honour of his son whom Patroclus 
was about to kill on the rich plain of Troy far from his 
home. 
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When they were now come close to one another Patroclus 
struck Thrasydemus, the brave squire of Sarpedon, in the 
lower part of the belly, and killed him. Sarpedon then 
aimed a spear at Patroclus and missed him, but he struck 
the horse Pedasus in the right shoulder, and it screamed 
aloud as it lay, groaning in the dust until the life went out 
of it. The other two horses began to plunge; the pole of 
the chariot cracked, and they got entangled in the reins 
through the fall of the horse that was yoked along with 
them ; but Automedon knew what to do; without the loss 
of a moment he drew the keen blade that hung by his sturdy 
thigh and cut the third horse adrift; whereon the other 
two righted themselves, and pulling hard at the reins again 
went together into battle. 

Sarpedon now took a second aim at Patroclus, and again 
missed him, the point of the spear passed over his left 
shoulder without hitting him. Patroclus then aimed in 
his turn, and the spear sped not from his hand in vain, for 
he hit Sarpedon just where the midriff surrounds the ever- 
beating heart. He fell like some oak or silver poplar or 
tall pine to which woodmen have laid their axes upon the 
mountains to make timber for ship-building—even so did 
he lie stretched at full length in front of his chariot and 
horses, moaning and clutching at the blood-stained dust. 
As when a lion springs with a bound upon a herd of cattle 
and fastens on a great black bull which dies bellowing in 
its clutches—even so did the leader of the Lycian warriors 
struggle in death as he fell by the hand of Patroclus. He 
called on his trusty comrade and said, “Glaucus, my brother, 
hero among heroes, put forth all your strength, fight with 
might and main, now if ever quit yourself like a valiant 
soldier. First go about among the Lycian captains and 
bid them fight for Sarpedon ; then yourself also do battle 
to save my armour from being taken. My name will haunt 
you henceforth and for ever if the Achzans rob me of my 
armour now that I have fallen at their ships. Do your 
very utmost and call all my people together.” 


501 
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503 Death closed his eyes as he spoke. Patroclus planted 
his heel on his breast and drew the spear from his body, 
whereon his senses came out along with it, and he drew 
out both spear-point and Sarpedon’s soul at the same time. 
Hard by the Myrmidons held his snorting steeds, , who were 
wild with panic at finding themselves deserted by their 
lords. 

Glaucus was overcome with grief when he heard what 
Sarpedon said, for he could not help him. He had to 
support his arm with his other hand, being in great pain 
through the wound which Teucer’s arrow had given him 
when Teucer was defending the wall as he, Glaucus, was 
assailing it. Therefore he prayed to far-darting Apollo 
saying, “Hear me O king from your seat, may be in the 
rich land of Lycia, or may be in Troy, for in all places you 
can hear the prayer of one who is in distress, as I now am. 
I have a grievous wound; my hand is aching with pain ; 
there is no staunching the blood, and my whole arm drags 
by reason of my hurt, so that I cannot grasp my sword nor 
go among my foes and fight them, though our prince, Jove’s 
son Sarpedon, is slain. Jove defended not his son, do you, 
therefore, O king, heal me of my wound, ease my pain and 
grant me strength both to cheer on the Lycians and to 
fight along with them round the body of him who has 
fallen.” 

527 Thus did he pray, and Apollo heard his prayer. He 
eased his pain, staunched the black blood from the wound, 
and gave him new strength. Glaucus perceived this, and 
was thankful that the mighty god had answered his prayer ; 
forthwith, therefore, he went among the Lycian captains, 
and bade them come to fight about the body of Sarpedon. 
From these he strode on among the Trojans to Polydamas 
son of Panthotis and Agenor; he then went in search of 
Æneas and Hector, and when he had found them he 
said, “Hector, you have utterly forgotten your allies, who 
languish here for your sake far from friends and home 

540 while you do nothing to support them. Sarpedon leader 
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of the Lycian warriors has fallen—he who was at once the 541 
right and might of Lycia; Mars has laid him low by the 
spear of Patroclus. Stand by him, my friends, and suffer 
not the Myrmidons to strip him of his armour, nor to 
treat his body with contnmely in revenge for all the 
Danaans whom we have speared at the ships.” 

As he spoke the Trojans were plunged in extreme and 548 

ungovernable grief; for Sarpedon, alien though he was, 
had been one of the main stays of their city, both as 
having much people with him, and as himself the foremost 
among them all. Led by Hector, who was infuriated by 
the fall of Sarpedon, they made instantly for the Danaans 
with all their might, while the undaunted spirit of Patroc- 
lus son of Menœtius cheered on the Achæans. First he 
spoke to the two Ajaxes, men who needed no bidding. 
“ Ajaxes,” said he, “may it now please you to show your- 
selves the men yon always have been, or even better— 
Sarpedon is fallen—he who was first to overleap the wall 
of the Achæans ; let us take the body and outrage it; let 
us strip the armour from his shoulders, and kill his com- 
rades if they try to rescue his body.” 

He spoke to men who of themselves were full eager ; 562 
both sides, therefore, the Trojans and Lycians on the one 
hand, and the Myrmidons and Achzans on the other, 
strengthened their battalions, and fought desperately about 
the body of Sarpedon, shouting fiercely the while. Mighty 
was the din of their armour as they came together, and 
Jove shed a thick darkness over the fight, to increase the 
fury of the battle over the body of his son. 

At first the Trojans made some headway against the 569 
Achezans, for one of the best men among the Myrmidons 
was killed, Epeigeus, son of noble Agacles who had ere- 
while been king in the good city of Budeum ; but presently, 
having killed a valiant kinsman of his own, he took refuge 
with Peleus and Thetis, who sent him to Ilius the land of 
noble steeds to fight the Trojans under Achilles. Hector 
now struck him on the head with a stone just as he had 577 
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578 caught hold of the body, and his brains inside his helmet 
were all battered in, so that he fell face foremost upon the 
hody of Sarpedon, and there died. Patroclus was enraged 
by the death of his comrade, and sped through the front 
ranks as swiftly as a hawk that swoops down on a flock 
of daws or starlings. Even so swiftly, O noble knight 
Patroclus, did you make straight for the Lycians and 
Trojans to avenge your comrade. Forthwith he struck 
Sthenelaus the son of Ithæmenes on the neck with a stone, 
and broke the tendons that join it to the head and spine. 
On this Hector and the front rank of his men gave 
ground. As far as a man can throw a javelin when com- 
peting for some prize, or even in battle—so far did the 
Trojans now retreat before the Achæans. Glaucus, cap- 
tain of the Lycians, was the first to rally them, by killing 
Bathycles son of Chalcon who lived in Hellas and was 
the richest man among the Myrmidons. Glaucus turned 
round suddenly, just as Bathycles who was pursuing him 
was about to lay hold of him, and drove his spear right 
into the middle of his chest, whereon he fell heavily to the 
ground, and the fall of so good a man filled the Achzans 
with dismay, while the Trojans were exultant, and came 
up in a body round the corpse. Nevertheless the Achzans, 
mindful of their prowess, bore straight down upon them. 

603 Meriones then killed a helmed warrior of the Trojans, 
Laogonus son of Onetor, who was priest of Jove of Mt. 
Ida, and was honoured by the people as though he were a 
god. Meriones struck him under the jaw and ear, so that 
life went out of him and the darkness of death laid hold 
upon him. Æneas then aimed a spear at Meriones, hoping 
to hit him under the shield as he was advancing, but 
Meriones saw it coming and stooped forward to avoid it, 
whereon the spear flew past him and the point stuck in the 
ground, while the butt-end went on quivering till Mars 
robbed it of its force. The spear, therefore, sped from 
-Eneass band in vain and fell quivering to the ground. 

617 Æneas was angry and said, “Meriones, you are a good 
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dancer, but if I had hit you my spear would soon have 
made an end of you.” 

And Meriones answered, ‘‘ Aineas, for all your bravery, 619 
you will not be able to make an end of every one who 
comes against you. You are only a mortal like myself, 
and if I were to hit you in the middle of your shield with 
my spear, however strong and self-confident you may be, 

I should soon vanquish you, and you would yield your life 
to Hades of the noble steeds.” 

On this the son of Mencetius rebuked him and said, 627 
‘“ Meriones, hero though you be, you should not speak 
thus ; taunting speeches, my good friend, will not make 
the Trojans draw away from the dead body ; some of them 
must go under ground first; blows for battle, and words 
for council ; fight, therefore, and say nothing.” 

He led the way as he spoke and the hero went forward 632 
with him. As the sound of woodcntters in some forest 
glade upon the mountains—and the thud of their axes is 
heard afar—even such a din now rose from earth—clash of 
bronze armour and of good ox-hide shields, as men smote 
each other with their swords and spears pointed at both 
ends. A man had need of good eyesight now to know 
Sarpedon, so covered was he from head to foot with spears 
and blood and dust. Men swarmed about the body, as flies 
that buzz round the full milk-pails in spring when they are 
brimming with milk—even so did they gather round Sar- 
pedon; nor did Jove turn his keen eyes away for one 
moment from the fight, but kept looking at it all the time, 
for he was settling how best to kill Patroclus, and consider- 
ing whether Hector should be allowed to end him now in 
the fight round the body of Sarpedon, and strip him of his 
armour, or whether he should let him give yet further 
trouble to the Trojans. In the end, he deemed it best that 
the brave squire of Achilles son of Peleus should drive 
Hector and the Trojans back towards the city and take the 
lives of many. First, therefore, he made Hector turn faint- 
hearted, whereon he mounted his chariot and fled, bidding 657 
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658 the other Trojans fly also, for he saw that the scales of 
Jove had turned against him. Neither would the brave 
Lycians stand firm; they were dismayed when they saw 
their king lying struck to the heart amid a heap of corpses 
—for when the son of Saturn made the fight wax hot many 
had fallen above him. The Achzans, therefore, stripped 
the gleaming armour from his shoulders and the brave son 
of Mencetius gave it to his men to take to the ships. Then 
Jove lord of the storm-cloud said to Apollo, ‘‘ Dear Phcebus, 
go, I pray you, and take Sarpedon out of range of the 
weapons; cleanse the black blood from off him, and then 
bear him a long way off where you may wash him in the 
river, anoint him with ambrosia, and clothe him in immortal 
raiment; this done, commit him to the arms of the two 
fleet messengers, Death, and Sleep, who will carry him 
straightway to the rich land of Lycia, where his brothers 
and kinsmen will inter him, and will raise both mound and 
pillar to his memory, in due honour to the dead.” 

676 Thus he spoke. Apollo obeyed his father’s saying, and 
came down from the heights of Ida into the thick of the 
fight ; forthwith he took Sarpedon out of range of the 
weapons, and then hore him a long way off, where he 
washed him in the river, anointed him with ambrosia and 
clothed him in immortal raiment; this done, he committed 
him to the arms of the two fleet messengers, Death, and 
Sleep, who presently set him down in the rich land of 
Lycia. 

684 Meanwhile Patroclus, with many a shout to his horses 
and to Automedon, pursued the Trojans and Lycians in the 
EE eae heart. Had he hut obeyed the 
bidding of the son of Peleus, he would have escaped death 
and have been scatheless ; but the counsels of Jove pass man’s 
understanding ; he will put even a brave man to flight and 
snatch victory from his grasp, or again he will set him on 
to fight, as he now did when he put a high spirit into the 
heart of Patroclus. 

692 Who then first, aud who last, was slain by you, O 
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Patroclus, when the gods had now called you to meet your 693 


doom? First Adrestus, Autonoiis, Echeclus, Perimus the 
son of Megas, Epistor and Melanippus; after these he 
killed Elasus, Mulius, and Pylartes. These he slew, but 
the rest saved themselves by flight. 


The sons of the Achzans would now have taken Troy by 698 


the hands of Patroclus, for his spear flew in all directions, 
had not Phebus Apollo taken his stand upon the wall to 
defeat his purpose and to aid the Trojans. Thrice did 
Patroclus charge at an angle of the high wall, and thrice 
did Apollo beat him hack, striking his shield with his own 
immortal hands. When Patroclus was coming on like a 
god for yet a fourth time, Apollo shouted to him with an 
awful voice and said, ‘‘ Draw hack, noble Patroclus, it is 
not your lot to sack the city of the Trojan chieftains, nor 
yet will it be that of Achilles who is a far better man than 
you are.” On hearing this, Patroclus withdrew to some 
distance and avoided the anger of Apollo. 

Meanwhile Hector was waiting with his horses inside 
the Scan gates, in doubt whether to drive out again and 
go on fighting, or to call the army inside the gates. As he 
was thus doubting Phebus Apollo drew near him in the 
likeness of a young and lusty warrior\Asius, who was 
Hector’s uncle, being own brother to Hecuba, and son of 
Dymas who lived in Phrygia by the waters of the river 
Sangarius; in his likeness Jove’s son Apollo now spoke to 
Hector saying, ‘ Hector, why have you left off fighting? 
Tt is ill done of you. If I were as much better a man than 
you, as [ am worse, you should soon rue your slackness. 
Drive straight towards Patroclus, if so be that Apollo may 
grant you a triumph over him, and you may kill him.” 
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With this the god went back into the hurly-burly, and 726 


Hector bade Cebriones drive again into the fight. Apollo 
passed in among them, and struck panic into the Argives, 
while he gave triumph to Hector and the Trojans. Hector 
let the other Danaans alone and killed no man, but drove 


straight at Patroclus. Patroclus then sprang from his 732 
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734 chariot to the ground, with a spear in his left hand, and in 
his right a jagged stone as large as his hand could hold. 
He stood still and threw it, nor did it go far without 
hitting some one; the cast was not in vain, for the stone 
struck Cebriones, Hector’s charioteer, a bastard son of 
Priam, as he held the reins in his hands. The stone hit 
him on the forehead and drove his brows into his head, for 
the bone was smashed, and his eyes fell to the ground at 
his feet. He dropped dead from his chariot as though 
he were diving, and there was no more life left in him. 
Over him did you then vaunt, O knight Patroclus, saying, 
‘Bless my heart, how active he is, and how well he dives. 
If we had been at sea this fellow would have dived from 
the ship’s side and brought up as many oysters as the 
whole crew could stomach, even in rough water, for he has 
dived beautifully off his chariot on to tke ground. It 
seems, then, that there are divers also among the Trojans.” 

1 As he spoke he flung himself on Cebriones with the 
spring, as it were, of a lion that while attacking a stock- 
yard is himself struck in the chest, and his courage is his 
own bane—even so furiously, O Patroclus, did you then 
spring upon Cebriones. Hector sprang also from his 
chariot to the ground. The pair then fought over the 
hody of Cebriones. As two famished lions fight fiercely 
on some high mountain over the body of a stag that 
they have killed, even so did these two mighty warriors, 
Patroclus son of Menetius and brave Hector, hack and 
hew at one another over the corpse of Cebriones. Hector 
would not let him go when he had once got him by the 
head, while Patroclus kept fast hold of his feet, and a 
fierce fight raged between the other Danaans and Trojans. 
As the east and south wind buffet one another when they 
beat upon some dense forest on the mountains—there is 
beech and ash and spreading cornel; the tops of the trees 
roar as they beat on one another, and one can hear the 
boughs cracking and breaking—even so did the Trojans 

770 and Achzans spring upon one another and lay about each 
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other, and neither side would give way. Many a pointed 771 
spear fell to ground and many a winged arrow sped from 
its bow-string about the body of Cebriones; many a great 
stone, moreover, beat on many a shield as they fought 
around his body, but there he lay in the whirling clonds 

of dust, all huge and hugely, heedless of his driving now. 

So long as the sun was still high in mid-heaven the 777 
weapons of either side were alike deadly, and the people 
fell; but when he went down towards the time when 
men loose their oxen, the Achzans, proved to be beyond 
all forecast stronger, so that they drew Cebriones out of 
range of the darts and tumult of the Trojans, and stripped 
the armour from his shoulders. Then Patroclus sprang 
like Mars with fierce intent and a terrific shout upon the 
Trojans, and thrice did he kill nine men; but as he was 
coming on like a god for a fourth time, then, O Patroclus, 
was the hour of your end approaching, for Phoebus fought 
you in fell earnest. Patroclus did not see him as he moved 
about in the crush, for he was enshrouded in thick dark- 
ness, and the god struck him from behind on his back and 
his broad shoulders with the flat of his hand, so that his 
eyes turned dizzy. Phoebus Apollo beat the helmet from 
off his head, and it rolled rattling off under the horses’ feet, 
where its horse-hair plumes were all begrimed with dust 
and blood. Never indeed had that helmet fared so before, 
for it had served to protect the head and comely fore- 
head of the godlike hero Achilles. Now, however, Zeus 
delivered it over to be worn by Hector. Nevertheless the 
end of Hector also was near. The bronze-shod spear, so 
great and so strong, was broken in the hand of Patroclus, 
while his shield that covered him from head to foot fell 
to the ground as did also the band that held it, and Apollo 
undid the fastenings of his corslet. 

On this his mind became clouded ; his limbs failed him, 805 
and he stood as one dazed; whereon Eupborbus son of 
Panthoiis a Dardanian, the best spearman of his time, as 
also the finest horseman and fleetest runner, came behind 808 
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806 him and struck him in the back with a spear, midway 
between the shoulders. This man as soon as ever he had 
come up with his chariot had dismounted twenty men, 
so proficient was he in all the arts of war—he it was, O 
knight Patroclus, that first drove a weapon into you, but 
he did not quite overpower you. Euphorbus then ran 
back into the crowd, after drawing his ashen spear out of 
the wound; he would not stand firm and wait for Patroc- 
lus, unarmed though he now was, to attack him; but 
Patroclus unnerved, alike by the blow the god had given 
him and by the spear-wound, drew back under cover of 
his men in fear for his life. Hector on this, seeing him 
to be wounded and giving ground, forced his way through 
the ranks, and when close up with him struck him in the 
lower part of the belly with a spear, driving the bronze 
point right through it, so that he fell heavily to the 
ground to the great grief of the Achzans. As when a 
lion has fought some fierce wild-boar and worsted him— 
the two fight furiously upon the mountains over some 
little fountain at which they would both drink, and the 
lion has beaten the boar till he can hardly breathe—even 
so did Hector son of Priam take the life of the brave son 
of Mencetius who had killed so many, striking him from 
close at hand, and vaunting over him the while., ‘‘ Patroc- 
lus,” said he, * you deemed that you should sack our city, 
rob our Trojan women of their freedom, and carry them 
off in your ships to your own country. Fool; Hector and 
his fleet horses were ever straining their utmost to defend 
them. I am foremost of all the Trojan warriors to stave 
the day of bondage from off them; as for you, vultures 
shall devour you here. Poor wretch, Achilles with all his 
bravery availed you nothing; and yet I ween when you 
left him he charged you straitly saying, ‘Come not back 
to the ships, knight Patroclus, till you have rent the blood- 
stained shirt of murderous Hector about his body.’ Thus 
I ween did he charge you, and your fool’s heart answered 

842 him ‘ yea’ within you.” 
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Then, as the life ebbed out of you, you answered, O 
knight Patroclus: “ Hector, vaunt as you will, for Jove 
the son of Saturn and Apollo have vouchsafed you victory ; 
it is they who have vanquished me so easily, and they who 
have stripped the armour from my shoulders; had twenty 
such men as you attacked me, all of them would have 
fallen before my spear. Fate and the son of Leto have 
overpowered me, and among mortal men Euphorbus; you 
are yourself third only in the killing of me. I say further, 
and lay my saying to your heart, you too shall live but for 
a little season ; death and the day of your doom are close 
upon you, and they will lay you low by the hand of Achilles 
son of AZacus.” 

When he had thus spoken his eyes were closed in death, 
his soul left his body and fitted down to the house of 
Hades, mourning its sad fate and bidding farewell to the 
youth and vigour of its manhood. Dead though he was, 
Hector still spoke to him saying, ‘“ Patroclus, why should 
you thus foretell my doom? Who knows but Achilles, 
son of lovely Thetis, may be smitten by my spear and die 
before me?” 

As he spoke he drew the bronze spear from the wound, 
planting his foot upon the body, which he thrust off and 
let lie on its back. He then went spear in hand after 
Automedon, squire of the fleet descendant of Æacus, for 
he longed to lay him low, but the immortal steeds which 
the gods had given as a rich gift to Peleus bore him 
swiftly from the field. 


867 


BOOK XVII 
The fight around the body of Patroclus. 


Brave Menelaus son of Atreus now came to know that 
Patroclus had fallen, and made his way through the front 
ranks clad in full armour to bestride him. As a cow stands 
lowing over her first calf, even so did yellow-haired Mene- 
laus bestride Patroclus. He held his round shield and his 
spear in front of him, resolute to kill any who should dare 
face him. But the son of Panthoiis had also noted the 
body, and came up to Menelaus saying, ‘‘ Menelaus, son 
of Atreus, draw back, leave the hody, and let the blood- 
stained spoils be. I was first of the Trojans and their 
brave allies to drive my spear into Patroclus, let me, there- 
fore, have my full glory among the Trojans, or I will take 
aim and kill you.” 

18 To this Menelaus answered in great anger, ‘‘ By father 
Jove, boasting 1s an ill thing. The pard is not more bold, 
nor the lion nor savage wild-boar, which is fiercest and 
most dauntless of all creatures, than are the proud sons of 
Panthoiis. Yet Hyperenor did not see out the days of 
his youth when he made light of me and withstood me, 
deeming me the meanest soldier among the Danaans. His 
own feet never bore him back to gladden his wife and 
parents. Even so shall I make an end of you too, if you 
withstand me; get you back into the crowd and do not 
face me, or it shall be worse for you. Even a fool may be 
wise after the event.” 

34 Kuphorbus would not listen, and said, ‘Now indeed, 
Menelaus, shall you pay for the death of my brother over 


whom you vaunted, and whose wife you widowed in her 
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bridal chamber, while you brought grief unspeakable on 37 
his parents. I shall comfort these poor people if I bring 
your head and armour and place them in the hands of 
Panthotis and noble Phrontis. The time is come when 
this matter shall he fought out and settled, for me or 
against me.” 

As he spoke he struck Menelaus full on the shield, but 43 
the spear did not go through, for the shield turned its 
point. Menelaus then took aim, praying to father Jove 
as he did so; Euphorhus was drawing back, and Menelaus 
struck him about the roots of his throat, leaning his whole 
weight on the spear, so as to drive it home. The point 
went clean through his neck, aud his armour rang rattling 
round him as he fell heavily to the ground. His hair 
which was like that of the Graces, and his locks so deftly 
hound in bands of silver and gold, were all hedrabbled with 
blood. As one who has grown a fine young olive tree in 
a clear space where there is abundance of water—the plant 
is fullof promise, and though the winds beat upon it from 
every quarter it puts forth its white hlossoms till the 
blasts of some fierce hurricane sweep down upon it and 
level it with the ground—even so did Menelaus strip the 
fair youth Euphorbus of his armour after he had slain 
him. Or as some fierce lion upon the mountains in the 
pride of his strength fastens on the finest heifer in a herd 
as it is feeding—first he hreaks her neck with his strong 
jaws, and then gorges on her blood and entrails; dogs and 
shepherds raise a hue and cry against him, hut they stand 
aloof and will not come close to him, for they are pale 
with fear—even so no one had the courage to face valiant 
Menelaus. The son of Atreus would have then carried off 
the armour of the son of Panthoitis with ease, had not 
Phoebus Apollo been angry, and in the guise of Mentes 
chief of the Cicons incited Hector to attack him. ‘‘ Hector,” 
said he, ‘you are now going after the horses of the noble 
son of Afacus, but you will not take them; they cannot he 
kept in hand and driven by mortal man, save only by 77 
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18 Achilles, who is son to an immortal mother. Meanwhile 
Menelaus son of Atreus has bestridden the body of Patroclus 
and killed the noblest of the Trojans, Euphorbus son of 
Panthoiis, so that he can fight no more.” 

82 The god then went back into the toil and turmoil, but 
the soul of Hector was darkened with a cloud of grief; he 
looked along the ranks and saw Kuphorbus lying on the 
ground with the blood still flowing from his wound, and 
Menelaus stripping him of his armour., On this he made 
his way to the front like a flame of fire, clad in his gleam- 
ing armour, and crying with a loud voice. When the son 
of Atreus heard him, he said to himself in his dismay, 
« Alas! what shall 1 do? I may not let the Trojans take 
the armour of Patroclus who has fallen fighting on my 
behalf, lest some Danaan who sees me should ery shame 
upon me. Still if for my honour’s sake I fight Hector 
and the Trojans single-handed, they will prove too many 
for me, for Hector is bringmg them up in force. Why, 
however, should I thus hesitate? When a man fights in 
despite of heaven with one whom a god befriends, he will 
soon rue it. Let no Danaan think ill of me if I give place 
to Hector, for the hand of heaven is with him. Yet, if I 
could find Ajax, the two of us would fight Hector and 
heaven too, if we might only save the body of Patroclus 
for Achilles son of Peleus. This, of many evils would be 
the least.” 

106 While he was thus in two minds, the Trojans came up 
to him with Hector at their head ; he therefore drew back 
and left the body, turning about like some bearded lion 
who is being chased by dogs and men from a stockyard 
with spears and hue and cry, whereon he is daunted and 
slinks sulkily off—even so did Menelaus son of Atreus 
turn and leave the body of Patroclus. When among the 
body of his men, he looked around for mighty Ajax son of 
Telamon, and presently saw him on the extreme left of the 
fight, cheering on his men and exhorting them to keep 

118 on fighting, for Phoebus Apollo had spread a great panic 
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among them. He ran up to him and said, “Ajax, my 119 


good friend, come with me at once to dead Patroclus, if 
so be that we may take the body to Achilles—as for his 
armour, Hector already has it.” 

These words stirred the heart of Ajax, and he made his 
way among the front ranks, Menelaus going with him. 
Hector had stripped Patroclus of his armour, and was 
dragging him away to cut off his head and take the body 
to fling before the dogs of Troy. But Ajax came up with 
his shield like a wall before him, on which Hector with- 
drew under shelter of his men, and sprang on to his 
chariot, giving the armour over to the Trojans to take to 
the city, as a great trophy for himself; Ajax, therefore, 
covered the body of Patroclus with his broad shield and 
bestrode him; as a lion stands over his whelps if hunters 
have come upon him in a forest when he is with his little 
ones—in the pride and fierceness of his strength he draws 
his knit brows down till they cover his eyes—even so did 
Ajax bestride the body of Patroclus, and by his side stood 
Menelaus son of Atreus, nursing great sorrow in his heart. 

Then Glaucus son of Hippolochus looked fiercely at 
Hector and rebuked him sternly. ‘‘ Hector,” said he, “you 
make a brave show, but in fight you are sadly wanting. A 
runaway like yourself has no claim to so great a reputation. 
Think how you may now save your town and citadel by 
the hands of your own people born in Tins; for you will 
get no Lycians to fight for you, seeing what thanks they 
have had for their incessant hardships. Are you likely, 
sir, to do anything to help a man of less note, after leaving 
Sarpedon, who was at once your guest and comrade in 
arms, to be the spoil and prey of the Danaans? So long 
as he lived he did good service both to your city and your- 
self; yet you had no stomach to save his body from the 
dogs. If the Lycians will listen to me, they will go home 
and leave Troy to its fate. Ifthe Trojans had any of that 
daring fearless spirit which lays hold of men who are 


122 


fighting for their country and harassing those who would 157 
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159 attack it, we should soon bear off Patroclus into Ilius. 
Could we get this dead man away and bring him into 
the city of Priam, the Argives would readily give up the 
armour of Sarpedon, and we should get his body to boot. 
For he whose squire has been now killed is the foremost 
man at tle ships of the Achæans—he and his close-fighting 
followers. Nevertheless you dared not make a stand 
against Ajax, nor face him, eye to eye, with battle all 
round you, for he is a braver man than you are.” 

169 Hector scowled at him and answered, ‘Glaucus, you 
should know better. I have held yon so far as a man of 
more understanding than any in all Lycia, but now I 
despise you for saying that I am afraid of Ajax. I fear 
neither battle nor the din of chariots, but Jove’s will is 
stronger than ours; Jove at one time makes even a strong 
man draw back and snatches victory from his grasp, while 
at another he will set him on to fight. Come hither then, 
my friend, stand by me and see indeed whether [shall 
play the coward the whole day through as you say, or 
whether I shall not stay some even of the boldest Danaans 
from fighting round the body of Patroclus.” 

188 As he spoke he called loudly on the Trojans saying, 
“Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians, fighters in close com- 
bat, be men, my friends, and fight might and main, while I 
put on the goodly armour of Achilles, which I took when I 
killed Patroclus.” 

188 With this Hector left the fight, and ran full speed after 
his men who were taking the armour of Achilles to Troy, 
but had not yet got far. Standing for a while apart from 
the woeful fight, he changed his armour. His own he sent 
to the strong city of Llius and to the Trojans, while he put 
on the immortal armour of the son of Peleus, which the 
gods had given to Peleus, who in his age gave it to his 
son; but the son did not grow old in his father’s armour. 

198 When Jove, lord of the storm-cloud, saw Hector standing 
aloof and arming himself in the armour of the son of Peleus, 
he wagged his head and muttered to himself saying, “Alas! 
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poor wretch, you arm in the armour of a hero, before whom 
many another trembles, and you reck nothing of the doom 
that is already close upon you. You have killed his com- 
rade so brave and strong, but it was not well that you 
should strip the armour from his head and shoulders. I 
do indeed endow you with great might now, but as against 
this you shall not return from battle to lay the armour of 
the son of Peleus before Andromache.” 

The son of Saturn bowed his portentous brows, and Hector 
fitted the armour to his body, while terrible Mars entered 
into him, and filled his whole body with might and valour. 
With a shout he strode in among the allies, and his armour 
flashed about him so that he seemed to all of them like the 
great son of Peleus himself. He went about among them 
and cheered them on—Mesthles, Glaucus, Medon, Thersi- 
lochus, Asteropeeus, Deisenor and Hippothoiis, Phorcys, 
Chromius and Ennomus the augur. All these did he 
exhort saying, ‘‘ Hear me, allies from other cities who are 
here in your thousands, it was not in order to have a crowd 
about me that I called you hither each from his several 
city, but that with heart and soul you might defend the 
wives and little ones of the Trojans from the fierce Achzans. 
For this do I oppress my people with your food and the 
presents that make you rich. Therefore turn, and charge 


at the foe, to stand or fall as is the game of war; whoever 


shall hring Patroclus, dead though he be, into the hands of 
the Trojans, and shall make Ajax give way before him, 1 
will give him one half of the spoils while I keep the other. 
He will thus share likehonour with myself.” 

When he had thus spoken they charged full weight upon 
the Danaans with their spears held out before them, and 
the hopes of each ran high that he should force Ajax son 
of Telamon to yield up the body—fools that they were, for 
he was about to take the lives of many. Then Ajax said 
to Menelaus, “My good friend Menelaus, you and I shall 
hardly come out of this fight alive. Jam less concerned 


201 


for the body of Patroclus, who will shortly become meat 240 
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241 for the dogs and vultures of Troy, than for the safety of 
my own head and yours. Hector has wrapped us round in 
a storm of battle from every quarter, and our destruction 
seems now certain, Call then upon the princes of the 
Danaans if there is any who can hear us.” 

246 Menelaus did as he said, and shouted to the Danaans 
for help at the top of his voice. “ My friends,” he cried, 
‘princes and counsellors of the Argives, all you who with 
Agamemnon and Menelaus drink at the public cost, and 
give orders each to his own people as Jove vouchsafes him 
power and glory, the fight is so thick about me that I 
cannot distinguish you severally ; come on, therefore, every 
man unbidden, and think it shame that Patroclus should 
become meat and morsel for Trojan hounds.” 

256 Fleet Ajax son of Oïleus heard him and was first to 
force his way through the fight and run to help him. 
Next came Idomeneus and Meriones his esquire, peer of 
murderous Mars. As for the others that came into the 
fight after these, who of his own self could name them ? 

262 The Trojans with Hector at their head charged in a 
body. As a great wave that comes thundering in at the 
mouth of some heaven-born river, and the rocks that jut 
into the sea ring with the roar of the breakers that beat 
and buffet them—even with such a roar did the Trojans 
come on; but the Achæans in singleness of heart stood 
firm about the son of Mencetius, and fenced him with 
their bronze shields. Jove, moreover, hid the brightness 
of their helmets in a thick cloud, for he had borne no 
grudge against the son of Meneetius while he was still 
alive and squire to the descendant of Atacus; therefore he 
was loth to let him fall a prey to the dogs of his foes the 
Trojans, and urged his comrades on to defend him. 

274 At first the Trojans drove the Acheans back, and they 
withdrew from the dead man daunted. The Trojans did 
not succeed in killing any one, nevertheless they drew the 
body away. But the Achzans did not lose it long, for 

279 Ajax, foremost of all the Danaans after the son of Peleus 
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alike in stature and prowess, quickly rallied them and 280 
made towards the front like a wild hoar upon the moun- 
tains when he stands at bay in the forest glades and routs 
the hounds and lusty youths that have attacked him— 
even so did Ajax son of Telamon passing easily in among 
the phalanxes of the Trojans, disperse those who had be- 
stridden Patroclus and were most bent on winning glory 
by dragging him off to their city. At this moment Hippo- 
thotis brave son of the Pelasgian Lethus, in his zeal for 
Hector and the Trojaris, was dragging the body off by the 
foot through the press of the fight, having bound a strap 
round the sinews near the ancle; but a mischief soon befell 
him from which none of those could save him who would 
have gladly done so, for the son of Telamon sprang for- 
ward and smote him on his bronze-cheeked helmet. The 
plumed headpiece broke about the point of the weapon, 
struck at once by the spear and by the strong hand of 
Ajax, so that the bloody brain came oozing out through 
the crest-socket. His strength then failed him and he let 
Patroclus’ foot drop from his hand, as he fell full length 
dead upon the hody; thus he died far from the fertile 
land of Larissa, and never repaid his parents the cost of 
bringing him up, for his life was cut short early by the 
spear of mighty Ajax. Hector then took aim at Ajax 
with a spear, but he saw it coming and just managed to 
avoid it; the spear passed on and struck Schedius son 
of noble Iphitus, captain of the Phocéans, who dwelt in 
famed» Panopeus and reigned over much people; it struck 
him under the middle of the collar-bone ; the bronze point 
went right through him, coming out at the bottom of his 
shoulder-blade, and his armour rang rattling round him as 
he fell heavily to the ground. Ajax in his turn struck 
noble Phorcys son of Phænops in the middle of the belly 
as he was bestriding Hippothoiis, and broke the plate of 
his cuirass; whereon the spear tore out his entrails and 
he clutched the ground in his palm as he fell to earth. 
Hector and those who were in the front rank then gave 316 
T 
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ground, while the Argives raised a loud cry of triumph, 
and drew off the bodies of Phorcys and Hippothoiis which 
they stripped presently of their armour. 

319 The Trojans would now have been worsted by the 
brave Achzans and driven back to Ilius through their 
own cowardice, while the Argives, so great was their 
courage and endurance, would have achieved a triumph 
even against the will of Jove, if Apollo had not roused 
Agneas, in the likeness of Periphas son of Epytus, an 
attendant who had grown old in the service of Æneas 
aged father, and was at all times devoted to him. In 
his likeness, then, Apollo said, ‘“ Æneas, can you not 
manage, even though heaven be against us, to save high 
Tius? I have known men, whose numbers, courage, and 
self-reliance have saved their people in spite of Jove, 
whereas in this case he would much rather give victory 
to us than to the Danaans, if you would only fight instead 
of being so terribly afraid.” 

334 Æneas knew Apollo when he looked straight at him, 
and shouted to Hector saying, “ Hector and all other Tro- 
jans and allies, shame on us if we are beaten by the 
Achwans and driven back to Ilius through our own 
cowardice. A god has just come up to me and told me 
that Jove the supreme disposer will be with us. There- 
fore let us make for the Danaans, that it may go hard 
with them ere they bear away dead Patroclus to the 
ships.” 

342 As he spoke he sprang out far in front of the others, 
who then rallied and again faced the Achæans. Æneas 
speared Leiocritus son of Arisbas, a valiant follower of 
Lycomedes, and Lycomedes was moved with pity as he 
saw him fall; he therefore went close up, and speared 
Apisaon son of Hippasus shepherd of his people in the 
liver under the midriff, so that he died; he had come from 
fertile Pæonia and was the best man of them all after 
Asteropeus, Asteropeus flew forward to avenge him and 

354 attack the Danaans, but this might no longer be, inasmuch 
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as those about Patroclus were well covered by their shields, 355 
and held their spears in front of them, for Ajax had given 
them strict orders that no man was either to give ground, 
or to stand out before the others, but all were to hold well 
together about the body and fight hand to hand, Thus 
did huge Ajax bid them, and the earth ran red with blood 
as the corpses fell thick on one another alike on the side 
of the Trojans and allies, and on that of the Danaans; for 
these last, too, fought no bloodless fight though many fewer 
of them perished, through the care they took to defend 
and stand by one another, 

Thus did they fight as it were a flaming fire; it seemed 366 
as though it had gone hard even with the sun and moon, 
for they were hidden over all that part where the bravest 
heroes were fighting about the dead son of Mencetius, 
whereas the other Danaans and Achzans fought at their 
ease in full daylight with brilliant sunshine all round 
them, and there was not a cloud to be seen neither on 
plain nor mountain. These last moreover would rest for 
a while and leave off fighting, for they were some distance 
apart and beyond the range of one another’s weapons, 
whereas those who were in the thick of the fray suffered 
both from battle and darkness. All the best of them were 
being worn out by the great weight of their armour, but 
the two valiant heroes, Thrasymedes and Antilochus, had 
not yet heard of the death of Patroclus, and believed him 
to be still alive and leading the van against the Trojans ; 
they were keeping themselves in reserve against the death 
or rout of their own comrades, for so Nestor had ordered 
when he sent them from the ships into battle. 

Thus through the livelong day did they wage fierce war, 3&4 
and the sweat of their toil rained ever on their legs under 
them, and on their hands and eyes, as they fonght over the 
squire of the fleet son of Peleus, It was as when a man 
gives a great ox-hide all drenched in fat to his men, and 
bids them stretch it; whereon they stand round it in a 
ring and tug till the moisture leaves it, and the fat soaks 392 
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393 in for the many that pull at it, and it is well stretched— 
even so did the two sides tug the dead body hither and 
thither within the compass of but a little space—the Trojans 
steadfastly set on dragging it into Ilius, while the Achæans 
were no less so on taking it to their ships; and fierce was 
the fight between them. Not Mars himself the lord of 
hosts, nor yet Minerva, even in their fullest fury could 
make light of such a battle. 

400 Such fearful turmoil of men and horses did Jove on that 
day ordain round the body of Patroclus. Meanwhile Achilles 
did not know that he had fallen, for the fight was under 
the wall of Troy a long way off the ships. He had no 
idea, therefore, that Patroclus was dead, and deemed that 
he would return alive as soon as he had gone close up to 
the gates. He knew that he was not to sack the city 
neither with nor without himself, for his mother had often 
told him this when he had sat alone with her, and she had 
informed him of the counsels of great Jove. Now, how- 
ever, she had not told him how great a disaster had befallen 
him in the death of the one who was far dearest to him of 
all his comrades. 

412 The others still kept on charging one another round the 
body with their pointed spears and killing each other. 
Then would one say, “My friends, we can never again 
show our faces at the ships—better, and greatly better, 
that earth should open and swallow us here in this place, 
than that we should let the Trojans have the triumph of 
bearing off Patroclus to their city.” 

420 The Trojans also on their part spoke to one another 
saying, “Friends, though we fall to a man beside this 
body, let none shrink from fighting.” With such words 
did they exhort each other. They fought aud fought, and 
an iron clank rose through the void air to the brazen 
vault of heaven. The horses of the descendant of Alacus 
stood out of the fight and wept when they heard that their 

428 driver had been laid low by the hand of murderous Hector. 


1 The distance is about four miles, 
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Automedon, valiant son of Diores, lashed them again and 429 
again; many a time did he speak kindly to them, and 
many a time did he upbraid them, but they would neither 
go back to the ships hy the waters of the broad Hellespont, 
nor yet into battle among the Achæans; they stood with 
their chariot stock still, as a pillar set over the tomb of 
some dead man or woman, and bowed their heads to the 
ground. Hot tears fell from their eyes as they mourned 
the loss of their charioteer, and their noble manes drooped 
all wet from under the yoke-straps on either side the yoke. 

The son of Saturn saw them and took pity upon their 441 
sorrow. He wagged his head, and muttered to himself, 
saying, “Poor things, why did we give you to King Peleus 
who is a mortal, while you are yourselves ageless and 
immortal? Was it that you might share the sorrows that 
befall mankind? for of all creatures that live and move 
upon the earth there is none so pitiable as he is—still, 
Hector son of Priam shall drive neither you nor yonr 
chariot. I will not have it. It is enough that he should 
have the armour over which he vannts so vainly. Further- 
more I will give you strength of heart and limb to bear 
Automedon safely to the ships from battle, for I shall let 
the Trojans triumph still further, and go on killing till 
they reach the ships; whereon night shall fall and darkness 
overshadow the land.” 

As he spoke he breathed heart and strength into the 456 
horses so that they shook the dust from out of their manes, 
and bore their chariot swiftly into the fight that raged 
between Trojans and Acheans. Behind them fought Auto- 
medon full of sorrow for his comrade, as a vulture amid a 
flock of geese. In and out, and here and there, full speed 
he dashed amid the throng of the Trojans, but for all the 
fury of his pursnit he killed no man, for he conld not wield 
his spear and keep his horses in hand when alone in the 
chariot; at last, however, a comrade, Alcimedon, son of 
Laerces son of Hemon caught sight of him and came 
up behind his chariot. ‘‘Antomedon,” said he, “‘ what 469 
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470 god has put this folly into your heart and robbed you of 
your right mind, that you fight the Trojans in the front 
rank single-handed? He who was your comrade is slain, 
and Hector plumes himself on being armed in the armour 
of the descendant of Atacus.” 

474 Automedon son of Diores answered, ‘‘ Alcimedon, there 
is no one else who can control and guide the immortal 
steeds so well as you can, save only Patroclus—while he 
was alive—peer of gods in counsel. Take then the whip 
and reins, while I go down from the car and fight.” 

481 Alcimedon sprang on to the chariot, and caught up the 
whip and reins, while Automedon leaped from off the car. 
When Hector saw him he said to Æneas who was near 
him, ‘“ Æneas, counsellor of the mail-clad Trojans, I see 
the steeds of the fleet son of A’acus come into battle with 
weak hands to drive them. Iam sure, if you think well, 
that we might take them ; they will not dare face us if we 
both attack them.” 

The valiant son of Anchises was of the same mind, and 
the pair went right on, with their shoulders covered under 
shields of tough dry ox-hide, overlaid with much bronze. 
Chromius and Aretus went also with them, and their hearts 
beat high with hope that they might kill the men and 
capture the horses—fools that they were, for they were not 
to return scatheless from their meeting with Automedon, 
who prayed to father Jove and was forthwith filled with 
courage and strength abounding. He turned to his trusty 
comrade Alcimedon and said, ‘“‘ Alcimedon, keep your horses 
so close up that I may feel their breath upon my back; I 
doubt that we shall not stay Hector son of Priam till he 
has killed us and mounted behind the horses; he will then 
either spread panic among the ranks of the Acheans, or 
himself be killed among the foremost.” 

507 On this he cried out to the two Ajaxes and Menelaus, 
‘““ Ajaxes captains of the Argives, and Menelaus, give the 
dead body over to them that are best able to defend it, and 

511 come to the rescue of us living ; for Hector and Atneas 
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who are the two best men among the Trojans, are pressing 513 
us hard in the full tide of war. Nevertheless the issue lies 

on the lap of heaven, I will therefore hurl my spear and 
leave the rest to Jove.” 

He poised and hurled as he spoke, whereon the spear 514 
struck the round shield of Aretus, and went right through 
it for the shield stayed it not, so that it was driven through 
his belt into the lower part of his belly. As when some 
sturdy youth, axe in hand, deals his blow behind the horns 
of an ox and severs the tendons at the back of its neck so 
that it springs forward and then drops, even so did Aretus 
give one bound and then fall on his back—the spear quiver- 
ing in his body till it made an end of him. Hector then 
aimed a spear at Automedon but he saw it coming and 
stooped forward to avoid it, so that it flew past him and 
the point stuck in the ground, while the butt-end went on 
quivering till Mars robbed it of its force. They would then 
have fought hand to hand with swords had not the two 
Ajaxes forced their way through the crowd when they heard 
their comrade calling, and parted them for all their fury— 
for Hector, Æneas, and Chromius were afraid and drew back, 
leaving Aretus to lie there struck to the heart. Automedon, 
peer of fleet Mars, then stripped him of his armour and 
vaunted over him saying, “ I have done little to assuage my 
sorrow for the son of Mencetius, for the man I have killed 
is not so good as he was.” 

As he spoke he took the blood-stained spoils and laid 510 
them upon his chariot; then he mounted the car with his 
hands and feet all steeped in gore as a lion that has been 
gorging upon a bull. 

And now the fierce groanful fight again raged about Pat- 543 
roclus, for Minerva came down from heaven and roused its 
fury by the command of far-seeing Jove, who had changed | 
his mind and sent her to encourage the Danaans. As when, 
Jove bends his bright bow in heaven in token to mankind 
either of war or of the chill storms that stay men from their 
labour and plague the flocks—even so, wrapped in such 550 
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551 radiant raiment, did Minerva go in among the host and 
speak man by man to each. First she took the form and 
voice of Phoenix and spoke to Menelaus son of Atreus, who 
was standing near her. “ Menelaus,” said she, “it will be 
shame and dishonour to you, if dogs tear the noble comrade 
of Achilles under the walls of Troy. Therefore be staunch, 
and urge your men to be so also.” 

561 Menelaus answered, ‘‘ Phoenix, my good old friend, may 
Minerva vouchsafe me strength and keep the darts from 
off me, for so shall I stand by Patroclus and defend him; 
his deatb has gone to my heart, but Hector is as a raging 
fire and deals his blows without ceasing, for Jove is now 
granting him a time of triumph.” 

567 Minerva was pleased at his having named herself before 
any of the other gods. Therefore she put strength into 
his knees and shoulders, and made him as bold as a fly, 
which, though driven off will yet come again and bite if 
it can, so dearly does it love man’s blood—even so bold 
as this did she make him as he stood over Patroclus and 
threw his spear. Now there was among the Trojans a 
man named Podes, son of Hétion, who was both rich and 
valiant. Hector held him in the highest honour for he 
was his comrade and boon companion ; the spear of Mene- 
laus struck this man in the girdle just as he had turned 
in flight, and went right through him. Whereon he fell 
heavily forward, and Menelaus son of Atreus drew off his 
body from the Trojans into the ranks of his own people. 

582 Apollo then went up to Hector and spurred him on to 
fight, in the likeness of Phenops son of Asius who lived 
in Abydos and was the most favoured of all Hector’s guests. 
In his likeness Apollo said, ‘‘ Hector, who of the Achzans 
will fear you henceforward now that you have quailed 
before Menelaus who has ever been rated poorly as a 
soldier? Yet he has now got a corpse away from the 
Trojans single-handed, and has slain your own true com- 
rade, a man brave among the foremost, Podes son of 

590 Métion. 
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A dark cloud of grief fell upon Hector as he heard, and 591 
he made his way to the front clad in full armour. Thereon 
the son of Saturn seized his bright tasselled ægis, and 
veiled Ida in cloud: he sent forth his lightnings and his 
thunders, and as he shook his egis he gave victory to the 
Trojans and routed the Achzans. 

The panic was begun by Peneleos the Beotian, for while 597 
keeping his face turned ever towards the foe he had been 
hit with a spear on the upper part of the shoulder ; a spear 
thrown by Polydamas had grazed the top of the bone, for 
Polydamas had come up to him and struck him from close 
at hand. Then Hector in close combat struck Leitus son 
of noble Alectryon in the hand by the wrist, and disabled 
him from fighting further. He looked about him in dis- 
may, knowing that never again should he wield spear in 
battle with the Trojans. While Hector was in pursuit of 
Leïtus, Idomeneus struck him on the breastplate over his 
chest near the nipple; but the spear broke im the shaft, 
and the Trojans cheered aloud. Hector then aimed at 
Idomeneus son of Deucalion as he was standing on his 
chariot, and very narrowly missed him, but the spear hit 
Coiranus, a follower and charioteer of Meriones who had 
come with him from Lyctus. Idomeneus had left the 
ships on foot and would have afforded a great triumph to 
the Trojans if Coiranus had not driven quickly up to him, 
he therefore brought life and rescue to Idomeneus, but 
himself fell by the hand of murderous Hector. For Hector 
hit him on the jaw under the ear; the end of the spear 
drove out his teeth and cut his tongue in two pieces, so 
that he fell from his chariot and let the reins fall to the 
ground, Meriones gathered them up from the ground and 
took them into his own hands, then he said to Idomeneus, 
“Lay on, till you get back to the ships, for you must see 
that the day is no longer ours.” 

On this Idomeneus lashed the horses to the ships, for 624 
fear had taken hold upon him. 

Ajax and Menelaus noted how Jove had turned the scale 626 
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628 in favour of the Trojans, and Ajax was first to speak. 
“ Alas,” said he, “even a fool may see that father Jove 
is helping the Trojans. All their weapons strike home; 
no matter whether it be a brave man or a coward that 
hurls them, Jove speeds all alike, whereas ours fall each 
one of them without effect. What, then, will be best both 
as regards rescuing the body, and our return to the joy of 
our friends who will be grieving as they look hitherwards ; 
for they will make sure that nothing can now check the 
terrible hands of Hector, and that he will fling himself 
upon our ships. I wish that some one would go and tell 
the son of Peleus at once, for I do not think he can have 
yet heard the sad news that the dearest of his friends has 
fallen. But I can see not a man among the Achzans to 
send, for they and their chariots are alike hidden in dark- 
ness. O father Jove, lift this cloud from over the sons of 
the Achzans ; make heaven serene, and let us see; if you 
will that we perish, let us fall at any rate by daylight.” 

648 Father Jove heard him and had compassion upon his 
tears. Forthwith he chased away the cloud of darkness, 
so that the sun shone out and all the fighting was revealed. 
Ajax then said to Menelaus, “ Look, Menelaus, and if 
Antilochus son of Nestor be still living, send him at once 
to tell Achilles that by far the dearest to him of all his 
comrades has fallen.” 

656 Menelaus heeded his words and went his way as a lion 

- from a stockyard—the lion is tired of attacking the men 
and hounds, who keep watch the whole night through and 
will not let him feast on the fat of their herd. In hbis lust 
of meat he makes straight at them but in vain, for darts 
from strong hands assail him, and burning brands which 
daunt him for all his hunger, so in the morning he slinks 
sulkily away—even so did Menelaus sorely against his will 
leave Patroclus, in great fear lest the Achæans should be 
driven back in rout and let him fall into the hands of the 
foe. He charged Meriones and the two Ajaxes straitly 

668 saying, “ Ajaxes and Meriones, leaders of the Argives, 
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now indeed remember how good Patroclus was; he was 
ever courteous while alive, bear it in mind now that he 
is dead.” 

With this Menelaus left them, looking round him as 673 
keenly as an eagle, whose sight they say is keener than 
that of any other bird—however high he may be in the 
heavens, not a hare that runs can escape him by crouch- 
ing under bush or thicket, for he will swoop down upon 
it and make an end of it—even so, O Menelaus, did your 
keen eyes range round the mighty host of your followers 
to see if you could find the son of Nestor still alive. Pre- 
sently Menelans saw him on the extreme left of the battle 
cheering on his men and exhorting them to fight boldly. 
Menelaus went up to him and said, “ Antilochus, come 
here and listen to sad news, which I would indeed were 
untrue. You must see with your own eyes that heaven 
is heaping calamity upon the Danaans, and giving victory 
to the Trojans. Patroclus has fallen, who was the bravest 
of the Achæans, and sorely will the Danaans miss him. 
Run instantly to the ships and tell Achilles, that he may 
come to rescue the body and bear it to the ships. As for 
the armour, Hector already has it.” 

Antilochus was struck with horror. For a long time he 695 
was speechless; his eyes filled with tears and he could 
find no utterance, but he did as Menelaus had said, and 
set off running as soon as he had given his armour to a 
comrade, Laodocus, who was wheeling his horses round, 
close beside him. 

Thus, then, did he run weeping from the field, to carry 700 
the bad news to Achilles son of Peleus. Nor were you, O 
Menelaus, minded to succour his harassed comrades, when 
Antilochus had left the Pylians—and greatly did they miss 
him—but he sent them noble Thrasymedes, and himself 
went back to Patroclus. He came running up to the two 
Ajaxes and said, “I have sent Antilochus to the ships to 
tell Achilles, but rage against Hector as he may, he cannot 
come, for he cannot fight without armour. What then 711 
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will be our best plan both as regards rescuing the dead, 
and our own escape from death amid the battle-cries of 
the Trojans ?” . 

715 Ajax answered, “ Menelaus, you have said well: do you, 
then, and Meriones stoop down, raise the body, and bear it 
out of the fray, while we two behind you keep off Hector 
and the Trojans, one in heart as in name, and long used to 
fighting side by side with one another.” 

722 On this Menelaus and Meriones took the dead man in 
their arms and lifted him high aloft with a great effort, 
The Trojan host raised a hue and cry behind them when 
they saw the Achæans bearing the body away, and flew 
after them like hounds attacking a wounded boar at the 
loo of a band of young huntsmen. For a while the 
hounds fly at him as though they would tear him in pieces, 
but now and again he turns on them in a fury, scaring 
and scattering them in all directions—even so did the 
Trojans for a while charge in a body, striking with sword 
and with spears pointed at both the ends, but when the 
two Ajaxes faced them and stood at bay, they would turn 
pale and no man dared press on to fight further about 
the dead. 

735 In this wise did the two heroes strain every nerve to 
bear the body to the ships out of the fight. The battle 
raged round them like fierce flames that when once kindled 
spread like wildfire over a city, and the houses fall in the 
glare of its burning—even such was the roar and tramp of 
men and horses that pursued them as they bore Patroc- 

‘lus from the field. Or as mules that put forth all their 
strength to draw some beam or great piece of ship’s timber 
down a rough mountain-track, and they pant and sweat as 
they go—even so did Menelaus and Meriones pant and 
sweat as they bore the body of Patroclus. Behind them 
the two Ajaxes held stoutly out. As some wooded moun- 
tain-spur that stretches across a plain will turn water 
and check the flow even of a great river, nor is there any 

751 stream strong enough to break through it—even so did the 
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two Ajaxes face the Trojans and stem the tide of their 752 
fighting though they kept pouring on towards them—and 
foremost among them all was Æneas son of Anchises with 
valiant Hector. As a flock of daws or starlings fall to 
screaming and chattering when they see a falcon, foe to 
all small birds, come soaring near them, even so did the 
Achæan youth raise a babel of cries as they fled before 
Æneas and Hector, unmindful of their former prowess. 
In the rout of the Danaans much goodly armour fell 
round about the trench, and of fighting there was no end. 761 
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The grief of Achilles over Patroclus—The visit of Thetis to Vulcan 
and the armour that he made for Achilles. 


Tavs then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. Mean- 
while the fleet runner Antiloċhus, who had been sent as 
messenger, reached Achilles, and found him sitting by his 
tall ships and boding that which was indeed too surely 
true. “ Alas,” said he to himself in the heaviness of his 
heart, “why are the Achæans again scouring the plain 
and flocking towards the ships? Heaven grant the gods 
be not now bringing that sorrow upon me of which my 
mother Thetis spoke, saying that while I was yet alive 
the bravest of the Myrmidons should fall before the 
Trojans, and see the light of the sun no longer. I fear 
the brave son of Menetius has fallen through his own 
daring—and yet I bade him return to the ships as soon 
as he had driven back those that were bringing fire against 
them, and not join battle with Hector.” 

15 As he was thus pondering, the son of Nestor came up 
to him and told his sad tale, weeping bitterly the while. 
‘¢ Alas,” he cried, “son of noble Peleus, I bring you bad 
tidings, would indeed that they were untrue. Patroclus 
has fallen, and a fight is raging about his naked body— 
for Hector holds his armour.” 

22 <A dark cloud of grief fell upon Achilles as he listened. 
He filled both hands with dust from off the ground, and 
poured it over his head, disfiguring his comely face, and 
letting the refuse settle over his shirt so fair and new. | | | | 
He flung himself down all huge and hugely at full length, 


28 and tore his hair with his hands. The bondswomen whom. 
302 
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Achilles and Patroclus had taken captive screamed aloud 29 
for grief, beating their breasts, and with their limbs failing 
them for sorrow. Antilochus bent over him the while, 
weeping and holding both his hands as he lay groaning 
for he feared that he might plunge a knife into his own 
throat. Then Achilles gave a loud cry and his mother 
heard him as she was ‘sitting in the depths of the sea by 
the old man her father, whereon she screamed, and all the 
goddesses daughters of Nereus that dwelt at the bottom 
of the sea, came gathering round her. There were Glauce, 
Thalia and Cymodoce, Nesaia, Speo, Thoé and dark-eyed 
Halië, Cymothoé, Actæa and Limnorea, Melite, Tera, 
Amphithoë and: Agave, Doto and Proto, Pherusa and 
Dynamene, Dexamene, Amphinome and Callianeira, Doris, 
Panope, and the famous sea-ynymph Galatea, Nemertes, 
Apseudes and Callianassa. There were also Clymene, 
Ianeira and Ianassa, Mæra, Oreithuia and Amatheia of 
the lovely locks, with other Nereids who dwell in the 
depths of the sea. The crystal cave was filled with their 
multitude and they all beat their. breasts while Thetis led 
them in their lament. 

“Listen,” she cried, “sisters, daughters of Nereus, that 52 
you may hear the burden of my sorrows. Alas, woe is 
me, woe in that I have borne the most glorious of off- 
Spring. I bore him fair and strong, hero among heroes, 
and he shot up as a sapling; I tended him as a plant in 
a goodly garden, and sent him with his ships to Ilius to 
fight the Trojans, but never shall I welcome him back to 
the house of Peleus. So long as he lives to look upon the 
light of the sun he is in heaviness, and though I go to 
him I cannot help him. Nevertheless I will go, that I 
may see my dear son and learn what. sorrow has befallen 
him though he is still holding aloof from battle.” 

She left the cave as she spoke, while the others followed 65 
weeping after, and the waves opened a path before them. 
When they reached the rich plain of Troy, they came up 
out of the sea in a long line on to the sands, at the place 68 
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69 where the ships of the Myrmidons were drawn up in close 
order round the tents of Achilles. His mother went up 
to him as he lay groaning; she laid her hand upon his 
head and spoke piteously, saying, ‘‘ My son, why are you 
thus weeping? What sorrow has now befallen you? 
Tell me; hide it not from me. Surely Jove has granted 
you the prayer you made him, when you lifted up your 
hands and besought him that the Achwans might all of 
them be pent up at their ships, and rue it bitterly in that 
you were no longer with them.” 

78 Achilles groaned and answered, “ Mother, Olympian Jove 
has indeed vouchsafed me the fulfilment of my prayer, but 
what boots it to me, seeing that my dear comrade Patroclus 
has fallen—he whom I valued more than all others, and 
loved as dearly as my own life? I have lost him; aye, 
and Hector when he had killed him stripped him of the 
wondrous armour, so glorious to behold, which the gods 
gave to Peleus when they laid you in the couch of a mortal 
man. Would that you were still dwelling among the im- 
mortal sea-nymphs, and that Peleus had taken to himself 
some mortal bride. For now you shall have grief infinite 
by reason of the death of that son whom you can never 
welcome home—nay, I will not live nor go ahout among 
mankind unless Hector fall by my spear, and thus pay me 
for having slain Patroclus son of Menestius.”’ 

94 Thetis wept and answered, ‘‘Then, my son, is your end 
near at hand—for your own death awaits you full soon 
after that of Hector.”’ 

97 Then said Achilles in his great grief, ‘I would die here 
and now, in that I could not save my comrade. He has 
fallen far from home, and in his hour of need my hand was 
not there to help him. What is there for me? Return to 
my own laud I shall not, and I have brought no saving 
neither to Patroclus nor to my other comrades of whom so 
many have been slain by mighty Hector; I stay here by 
my ships a bootless burden upon the earth, I, who in fight 

106 have no peer among the Achzans, though in council there 
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are better than I. Therefore, perish strife both from 107 
among gods and men, and anger, wherein even a righteous 
man will harden his heart—which rises up in the soul of 
a man like smoke, and the taste thereof is sweeter than 
drops of honey. Even so has Agamemnon angered me. 
And yet—so be it, for it is over; I will force my soul into 
subjection as I needs must; I will go; I will pursue Hector 
who has slain him whom I loved so dearly, and will then 
abide my doom when it may please Jove and the other 
gods to send it. Even Hercules, the best beloved of Jove 
—even he could not escape the hand of death, but fate and 
Juno’s fierce anger laid him low, as I too shall lie when I 
am dead if a like doom awaits me. Till then I will win 
fame, and will bid Trojan and Dardanian women wring 
tears from their tender cheeks with both their hands in 
the grievousness of their great sorrow; thus shall they 
know that he who has held aloof so long will hold aloof no 
longer. Hold me not back, therefore, in the love you bear 
me, for you shall not move me.” 

Then silver-footed Thetis answered, “My son, what 127 
you have said is true. It is well to save your comrades 
from destruction, but your armour is in the hands of. 
the Trojans ; Hector bears it in triumph upon his own 
shoulders. Full well I know that his vaunt shall not be 
lasting, for his end is close at hand; go not, however, into 
the press of battle till you see me return hither ; to-morrow 
at break of day I shall be here, and will bring you goodly 
armour from King Vulcan.” 

On this she left her brave son, and as she turned away 138 
she said to the sea-nymphs her sisters, ‘‘ Dive into the 
bosom of the sea and go to the house of the old sea-god 
my father. Tell him everything ; as for me, I will go to 

—.... the cunning workman Vulcan on high Olympus, and ask 
him to provide my son with'a suit of splendid armour.” 

When she had so said, they dived forthwith beneath the 145 
waves, while silver-footed Thetis went her way that she 
might bring the armour for her son. 

U 
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148 Thus, then, did her feet bear the goddess to Olympus, and 
meanwhile the Achzans were flying with loud cries before 
murderous Hector till they reached the ships and the 
Hellespont, and they could not draw the body of Mars’s 
servant Patroclus out of reach of the weapons that were 
showered upon him, for Hector son of Priam with his host 
and horsemen had again caught up to him like the flame 
of a fiery furnace; thrice did brave Hector seize him hy 
the feet, striving with might and main to draw him away 
and calling loudly on the Trojans, and thrice did the two 
Ajaxes, clothed in valour as with a garment, beat him irom 
off the body; but all undaunted he would now charge into 
the thick of the fight, and now again he would stand still 
and cry aloud, but he would give no ground. As upland 
shepherds that cannot chase some famished lion from a 
carcase, even so could not the two Ajaxes scare Hector son 
of Priam from the body of Patroclus. 

165 And now he would even have dragged it off and have 
won imperishable glory, had not Iris fleet as the wind, 
winged her way as messenger from Olympus to the son of 
Peleus and bidden him arm. She came secretly without 
the knowledge of Jove and of the other gods, for Juno sent 
her, and when she had got close to him she said, “* Up, son 
of Peleus, mightiest of all mankind ; rescue Patroclus about 
whom this fearful fight is now raging by the ships. Men 
are killing one another, the Danaans in defence of the dead 
body, while the Trojans are trying to hale it away, and take 
it to windy Ilius: Hector is the most furious of them all; 
he is for cutting the head from the hody and fixing it on 
the stakes of the wall. Up, then, and bide here no longer ; 
shrink from the thought that Patroclus may become meat 
for the dogs of Troy. Shame on you, should his body suffer 
any kind of outrage.” 

181 And Achilles said, “ Iris, which of the gods was it that 
‘sent you to me?” 

183 Iris answered, “It was Juno the royal spouse of Jove, 
but the son of Saturn does not know of my coming, nor yet 
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does any other of the immortals who dwell on the snowy 
summits of Olympus.” 

Then fleet Achilles answered her saying, ‘‘ How can I 187 
go up into the battle? They have my armour. My mother 
forbade me to arm till I should see her come, for she pro- 
mised to bring me goodly armour from Vulcan ; I know no 
man whose arms I can put on, save only the shield of 
Ajax son of Telamon, and he surely must be fighting in 
the front rank and wielding his spear about the body of 
dead Patroclus.” 

Tris said, “ We know that your armour has been taken, 196 
but go as you are; go to the deep trench and show your- 
self before the Trojans, that they may fear you and cease 
fighting. Thus will the fainting sons of the Achzans gain 
some brief breathing-time, which in battle may hardly be.” 

Iris left him when she had sospoken. But Achilles dear 202 
to Jove arose, and Minerva flung her tasselled gis round 
his strong shoulders ; she crowned his head with a halo of 
golden cloud from which she kindled a glow of gleaming 
fire. As the smoke that goes up into heaven from some 
city that is being beleaguered on an island far out at sea— 
all day long do men sally from the city and fight their 
hardest, and at the going down of the sun the line of 
beacon-fires blazes forth, flaring high for those that dwell 
near them to behold, if so be that they may come with 
their ships and succour them—even so did the light flare 
from the head of Achilles, as he stood by the trench, going 
beyond the wall—but he did not join the Acheans for he 
heeded the charge which his mother laid upon him. 

There did he stand and shout aloud. Minerva also raised 217 
her voice from afar, and spread terror unspeakable among 
the Trojans. Ringing as the note of a trumpet that sounds 
alarm when the foe is at the gates of a city, even so brazen 
was the voice of the son of Alacus, and when the Trojans . 
heard its clarion tones they were dismayed; the horses 
turned back with their chariots for they boded mischief, 
and their drivers were awe-struck by the steady flame 225 
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which the grey-eyed goddess had kindled above the head of 
the great son of Peleus. 

229 ‘Thrice did Achilles raise his loud cry as he stood by the 
trench, and thrice were the Trojans and their brave allies 
thrown into confusion; whereon twelve of their noblest 
champions fell beneath the wheels of their chariots and 
perished by their own spears. The Achzans to their great 
joy then drew Patroclus out of reach of the weapons, and 
laid him on a litter: his comrades stood mourning round 
him, and among them fleet Achilles who wept bitterly as he 
saw his true comrade lying dead upon his bier. He had 
sent him out with horses and chariots into battle, but his 
return he was not to welcome. 

239 Then Juno sent the busy sun, loth though he was, into 
the waters of Oceanus; so he set, and the Achæans had 
rest from the tug and turmoil of war. 

243 Now the Trojans when they had come out of the fight, 
unyoked their horses and gathered in assembly before 
preparing their supper. They kept their feet, nor would 
any dare to sit down, for fear had fallen upon them all 
because Achilles had shown himself after having held aloof 
so long from battle. Polydamas son of Panthoiis was first 
to speak, a man of judgement, who alone among them 
could look both before and after. He was comrade to 
Hector, and they had been born upon the same night; 
with all sincerity and goodwill, therefore, he addressed 
them thus :— 

254 “Look to it well, my friends; I would urge you to go 
back now to your city and not wait here by the ships till 
morning, for we are far from our walls. So long as this 
man was at enmity with Agamemnon the Achzxans were 
easier to deal with, and I would have gladly camped by 
the ships in the hope of taking them; but now I go in 
great fear of the fleet son of Peleus; he is so daring that 
he will never bide here on the plain whereon the Trojans 
and Achzans fight with equal valour, but he will try to 

265 storm our city and carry off our women. Do then as I 
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say, and let us retreat. For this is what will happen. 266 
The darkness of night will for a time stay the son of 
Peleus, but if he find us here in the morning when he 
sallies forth in full armour, we shall have knowledge of 
him in good earnest, Glad indeed will he be who can 
escape and get back to Ilius, and many a Trojan will 
become meat for dogs and vultures—may I never live to 
hear it. If we doas I say, little though we may like it, 
we shall have strength in counsel during the night, and 
the great gates with the doors that close them will protect 
the city. At dawn we can arm and take our stand on the 
walls; he will then rue it if he sallies from the ships to 
fight us. He will go back when he has given his horses 
their fill of being driven all whithers under our walls, and 
will be in no mind to try and force his way into the city. 
Neither will he ever sack it, dogs shall devour him ere 
he do so.” 

Hector looked fiercely at him and answered, ‘‘ Polydamas, 284 
your words are not to my liking in that you bid us go back 
and be pent within the city. Have you not had enough of 
being cooped up behind walls? In the old days the city of 
Priam was famous the whole world over for its wealth of 
gold and bronze, but our treasures are wasted out of our 
houses, and much goods have been sold away to Phrygia 
and fair Meonia, for the hand of Jove has been laid heavily 
upon us. Now, therefore, that the son of scheming Saturn 
has vouchsafed me to win glory here and to hem the 
Acheans in at their ships, prate no more in this fool’s wise 
among the people. You will have no man with you; it 
shall not be; do all of you as I now say;—take your 
suppers in your companies throughout the host, and keep 
your watches and be wakeful every man of you. If any 
Trojan is uneasy about his possessions, let him gather 
them and give them out among the people. Better let 
these, rather than the Achzans, have them. At daybreak 
we will arm and fight about the ships; granted that Achilles 
has again come forward to defend them, let it be as he will, 305 
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306 but it shall go hard with him. I shall not shun him, 
but will fight him, to fall or conquer. The god of war 
deals out like measure to all, and the slayer may yet be 
slain,” 

810 Thus spoke Hector; and the Trojans, fools that they 
were, shouted in applause, for Pallas Minerva had robbed 
them of their understanding. They gave ear to Hector 
with his evil counsel, but the wise words of Polydamas no 
man would heed. They took their supper throughout the 
host, and meanwhile through the whole night the Achæans 
mourned Patroclus, and the son of Peleus led them in their 
lament. He laid his murderous hands upon the breast of 
his comrade, groaning again and again as a bearded lion 
when a man who was chasing deer has robbed him of his 
young in some dense forest; when the lion comes back he 
is furious, and searches dingle and dell to track the hunter 
if he can find him, for he is mad with rage—even so with 
many a sigh did Achilles speak among the Myrmidons 
saying, “Alas! vain were the words with which I cheered 
the hero Mencetius in his own house ; I said that I would 
bring his brave son back again to Opéeis after he had sacked 
Ilius and taken his share of the spoils—hut Jove does not 
give all men their heart’s desire. The same soil shall be 
reddened here at Troy by the blood of us both, for I too 
shall never be welcomed home by the old knight Peleus, 
nor by my mother Thetis, but even in this place shall the 
earth cover me. Nevertheless, O Patroclus, now that I am 
left behind you, I will not bury you, till I have brought 
hither the head and armour of mighty Hector who has 
slain you. Twelve noble sons of Trojans will I hehead 
before your bier to avenge you; till I have done so 
you shall lie as you are by the ships, and fair women 
of Troy and Dardanus, whom we have taken with spear 
and strength of arm when we sacked men’s goodly cities, 
shall weep over you both night and day.” 

343 Then Achilles told his men to set a large tripod upon the 
fire that they might wash the clotted gore from off Patroclus. 
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Thereon they set a tripod full of bath water on to a clear 346 
fire: they threw sticks on to it to make it blaze, and the 
water became hot as the flame played about the belly of the 
tripod. When the water in the cauldron was boiling they 
washed the body, anointed it with oil, and closed its wounds 
with ointment that had been kept nine years. Then they 
laid it on a bier and covered it with a linen cloth from head 

to foot, and over this they laid a fair white robe. Thus all 
night long did the Myrmidons gather round Achilles to 
mourn Patroclus. 

Then Jove said to Juno his sister-wife, “So, Queen Juno, 356 
you have gained your end, and have roused fleet Achilles. 
One would think that the Achzans were of your own flesh 
and blood.” 

And Juno answered, “Dread son of Saturn, why should 360 
you say this thing? May not a man though he be only 
mortal and knows less than we do, do what he can for 
another person? And shall not I—foremost of all goddesses 
both by descent and as wife to you who reign in heaven— 
devise evil for the Trojans if I am angry with them?” 

Thus did they converse. Meanwhile Thetis came to the 368 ” 
house of Vulcan, imperishable, star-bespangled, fairest of 
the abodes in heaven, a house of bronze wrought by the 
lame god’s own hands. She found him busy with his 
bellows, sweating and hard at work, for he was making 
twenty tripods that were to stand by the wall of his house, 
and he set wheels of gold under them all that they might 
go of their own selves to the assemblies of the gods, and 
come back again—marvels indeed to see. They were 
finished all but the ears of cunning workmanship which yet 
remained to be fixed to them: these he was now fixing, 
and he was hammering at the rivets. While he was thus 
at work silver-footed Thetis came to the house. Charis, 
of graceful head-dress, wife to the far-famed lame god, 
came towards her as soon as she saw her, and took her 
hand in her own, saying, ‘“ Why have you come to our 
house, Thetis, honoured and ever welcome—for you do not 386 
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visit us often? Come inside and let me set refreshment 
before you.” 

388 The goddess led the way as she spoke, and bade Thetis 
sit on a richly decorated seat inlaid with silver; there was 
a footstool also under her feet. Then she called Vulcan 
and said, “ Vulcan, come here, Thetis wants you”; and 
the far-famed lame god answered, ‘Then it is indeed an 
august and honoured goddess who has come here; she it 
was that took care of me when I was suffering from the 
heavy fall which I had through my cruel mother’s anger— 
for she would have got rid of me because I was lame. It 

“would have gone hardly with me had not Eurynome, daughter 
of the ever-encircling waters of Oceanus, and Thetis, taken 
me to their bosom. Nine years did I stay with them, and 
many beautiful works in bronze, brooches, spiral armlets, 
cups, and chains, did I make for them in their cave, with 
the roaring waters of Oceanus foaming as they rushed ever 
past it; and no one knew, neither of gods nor men, save 
only Thetis and Eurynome who took care of me. If, then, 
Thetis has come to my house I must make her due 
requital for having saved me; entertain her, therefore, 
with all hospitality, while I put by my bellows and all 
my tools,” 

410 On this the mighty monster hobbled off from his anvil, 
his thin legs plying lustily under him. He set the bellows 
away from the fire, and gathered his tools into a silver 
chest. Then he took a sponge and washed his face and 
hands, his shaggy chest and brawny neck; he donned his 
shirt, grasped his strong staff, and limped towards the door. 
There were golden handmaids also who worked for him, 
and were like real young women, with sense and reason, 
voice also and strength, and all the learning of the im- 
mortals ; these busied themselves as the king bade them, 
while he drew near to Thetis, seated her upon a goodly 
seat, and took her hand in his own, saying, ‘‘ Why have 
you come to our house, Thetis honoured and ever welcome 

425 —for you do not visit us often? Say what you want, and 
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I will do it for you at once if I can, and if it can be done 
at all,” 

Thetis wept and answered, “ Vulcan, is there another 428 
goddess in Olympus whom the son of Saturn has been 
pleased to try with so much affliction as he has me? Me 
alone of the marine goddesses did he make subject to a 
mortal husband, Peleus son of Alacus, and sofély against 
my will did [I submit to the embraces of one who was but 
mortal, and who now stays at home worn out with age. 
Neither is this all. Heaven vouchsafed me a son, hero 
among heroes, and he shot up as a sapling. I tended 
him as a plant in a goodly garden and sent him with 
his ships to Ilius to fight the Trojans, but never shall I 
welcome him back to the house of Peleus. So long as he 
lives to look upon the light of the sun, he is in heaviness, 
and though I go to him I cannot help him; King Aga- 
memnon has made him give up the maiden whom the sons 
of the Achzans had awarded him, and he wastes with 
sorrow for her sake. Then the Trojans hemmed the 
Acheans in at their ships sterns and would not let them 
come forth ; the elders, therefore, of the Argives besought 
Achilles and offered him great treasure, whereon he refused 
to bring deliverance to them himself, but put his own 
armour on Patroclus and sent him into the fight with much 
people after him. All day long they fought by the Scæan 
gates and would have taken the city there and then, had 
not Apollo vouchsafed glory to Hector and slain the valiant 
son of Mencetius after he had done the Trojans much evil. 
Therefore I am suppliant at your knees if haply you may 
be pleased to provide my son, whose end is near at hand, 
with helmet and shield, wjth goodly greaves fitted with 
ancle-clasps, and with a breastplate, for he lost his own 
when his true comrade fell at the hands of the Trojans, 
and he now lies stretched on earth in the bitterness of his 
soul,” 

And Vulcan answered, “Take heart, and be no more 462 
disquieted about this matter ; would that I could hide him 
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from death’s sight when his hour is come, so surely as I 
can find him armour that shall amaze the eyes of all who 
behold it,” 

468 When he had so said he left her and went to his bellows, 
turning them towards the fire and bidding them do their 

~ office. Twenty bellows blew upon the melting-pots, and 
they blew blasts of every kind, some fierce to help him 
when he had need of them, and others less strong as 
Vulcan willed it in the course of his work. e threw 
tough copper into the fire, and tin, with silver and gold; 
he set his great anvil on its block, and with one hand 
grasped his mighty hammer while he took the tongs in 
the other. 

478 First he shaped the shield so great and strong, adorning 
it all over and binding it round with a gleaming circuit in 
three layers; and the baldric was made of silver. He 
made the shield in five thicknesses, and with many a 
wonder did his cunning hand enrich it. 

483 He wrought the earth, the heavens, and the sea; the 
moon also at her full and the untiring sun, with all the 
sions that glorify the face of heaven—the Pleiads, the 
Hyads, huge Orion, and the Bear, which men also call the 
Wain and which turns round ever in one place, facing 
Orion, and alone never dips into the stream of Oceanus. 

490’ He wrought also two cities, fair to see and busy with the 
hum of men. In the one were weddings and wedding- 
feasts, and they were going about the city with brides 
whom they were escorting by torchlight from their cham- 
bers. Loud rose the cry of Hymen, and the youths danced 
to the music of flute and lyre, while the women stood each 
at her house door to see them. 

497 Meanwhile the people were gathered in assembly, for 
there was a quarrel, and two men were wrangling about 
the blood-money for a man who had been killed, the one 
saying before the people that he had paid damages in full, 
and the other that he had not been paid. Each was trying 

501 to make his own case good, and the people took sides, each 
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man backing the side that he had taken ; but the heralds 502 
kept them back, and the elders sate on their seats of stone 
in a solemn circle, holding the staves which the heralds 
had put into their hands. Then they rose and each in his 
turn gave judgement, and there were two talents laid 
down, to be given to him whose judgement should be 
deemed the fairest. 

Ahout the other city there lay encamped two hosts in 509 ~ 
gleaming armour, and they were divided whether to sack 
it, or to spare it and accept the half of what it contained. 
But the men of the city would not yet consent, and armed 
themselves for a surprise; their wives and little children 
kept guard upon the walls, and with them were the men 
who were past fighting through age; but the others sallied 
forth with Mars and Pallas Minerva at their head—both of . 
them wrought in gold and clad in golden raiment, great 
and fair with their armour as befitting gods, while they 
that followed were smaller. When they reached the place 
where they would lay their ambush, it was on a river- 
bed to which live stock of all kinds would come from far 
and near to water; here, then, they lay concealed, clad in 
full armour. Some way off them there were two scouts / 
who were on the look-out for the coming of sheep or cattle, 
which presently came, followed by two shepherds who were 
playing on their pipes, and had not so much as a thought 
of danger. When those who were in ambush saw this, 
they cut off the flocks and herds and killed the shepherds. 
Meanwhile the besiegers, when they heard much noise 
among the cattle as they sat in council, sprang to their 
horses, and made with all speed towards them ; when they 
reached them they set battle in array by the banks of the 
river, and the hosts aimed their bronze-shod spears at one 
another. With them were Strife and Riot, and fell Fate — 
who was dragging three men after her, one with a fresh 
wound, and the other unwounded, while the third was dead, 
and she was dragging him along by his heel: and her robe 
was hedrabbled in men’s blood. They went in and out 538 


316 THE SHIELD OF ACHILLES [irap 


with one another and fought as though they were living 
? people haling away one another’s dead. 

541 He wrought also a fair fallow field, large and thrice 
ploughed already. Many men were working at the plough 
within it, turning their oxen to and fro, furrow after 
furrow. Each time that they turned on reaching the 
headland a man would come up to them and give them a 
cup of wine, and they would go back to their furrows 
looking forward to the time when they should again reach 

» the headland. The part that they had ploughed was dark 
behind them, so that the field, though it was of gold, still 
looked as if it were being ploughed—very curious to 

. behold. 

550 He wrought also a field of harvest corn, and the reapers 
were reaping with sharp sickles in their hands. Swathe 
after swathe fell to the ground in a straight line behind 
them, and the binders bound them in bands of twisted 
straw. There were three binders, and behind them there 
were boys who gathered the cut corn in armfuls and kept 
on bringing them to be bound: among them all the owner 
of the land stood by in silence and was glad. The servants 
were getting a meal ready under an oak, for they had sacri- 
ficed a great ox, and were busy cutting him up, while the 
women were making a porridge! of much white barley for 
the labourers’ dinner. 

561 He wronght also a vineyard, golden and fair to see, and 
the vines were loaded with grapes. The bunches over- 
head were black, but the vines were trained on poles of 
silver. He ran a ditch of dark metal all round it, and 
fenced it with a fence of tin; there was only one path to 
it, and by this the vintagers went when they would gather 
the vintage. Youths and maidens all blithe and full of 
glee, carried the Inscious fruit in plaited baskets ; and with 
them there went a boy who made sweet music with his 

572 lyre, and sang the Linus-song with his clear boyish voice. 


1 Literally ‘‘ were strewing,” or “sprinkling,” which I have 
supposed to mean “throwing into water to boil.” 


~ 
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He wrought also a herd of horned cattle. He made the 573 
cows of gold and tin, and they lowed as they came full 
speed out of the yards to go and feed among the waving 
reeds that grow by the banks of the river. Along with 
the cattle there went four shepherds, all of them in gold, 
and their nine fleet dogs went with them. Two terrible . 
lions had fastened on a bellowing bull that was with 
the foremost cows, and bellow as he might they haled 
him, while the dogs and men gave chase: the lions tore 
through the bull’s thick hide and were gorging on his 
blood and bowels, but the herdsmen were afraid to do 
anything, and only hounded on their dogs; the dogs 
dared not fasten on the lions but stood by barking and 
keeping out of harm’s way. 

The god wrought also a pasture in a fair mountain dell 587 
and a large flock of sheep, with a homestead and huts, and 
sheltered sheepfolds. 

Furthermore he wrought a green, like that which Dædalus 590 ~ 
once made in Cnossus for lovely Ariadne. Herecn there 
danced youths and maidens whom all would woo, with 
their hands on one another’s wrists. The maidens wore 
robes of light linen, and the youths well-woven shirts 
that were slightly oiled. The girls were crowned with 
garlands, while the young men had daggers of gold that 
hung by silver baldrics; sometimes they would dance 
deftly in a ring with merry twinkling feet, as it were a 
potter sitting at his work and making trial of his wheel 
to see whether it will run, and sometimes they would 
go all in line with one another, and much people was 
gathered joyously about the green. There was a bard- 
also to sing to them and play his lyre, while two tumblers - 
went about performing in the midst of them when the 
man struck up with his tune. 

All round the outermost rim of the shield he set the 607 
mighty stream of the river Oceanus. 

‘ Then when he had fashioned the shield so great and g09 ~ 
strong, he made a breastplate also that shone brighter 
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than fire. He made a helmet, close fitting to the brow, 
and richly worked, with a golden plume overhanging it; 
and he made greaves also of beaten tin. 

614 Lastly, when the famed lame god had made all the 
armour, he took it and set it before the mother of Achilles; 
whereon she darted like a faleon from the snowy summits 
of Olympus and bore away the gleaming armour from the 

617 house of Vulcan. 


` 


BOOK XIX 


Achilles is reconciled with Agamemnon, puts on the armour which 
Vulcan had made him, and goes out to fight. 


Now when Dawn in robe of saffron was hasting from the 
streams of Oceanus, to bring light to mortals and immortals, 


- Thetis reached the ships with the armour that the god had 


given her. She found her son fallen about the body of 
Patroclus and weeping bitterly. Many also of his followers 
were weeping round him, but when the goddess came 
among them she clasped his hand in her own, saying, 
“My son, griove as we may we must let this man lie, 
for it is by heaven’s will that he has fallen ; now, there- 
fore, accept from Vulcan this rich and goodly armour, 
which no man has ever yet borne upon hbis shoulders.” 

As she spoke she set the armour before Achilles, and 
it rang out bravely as she did so. The Myrmidons were 
struck with awe, and none dared look full at it, for they 
were afraid ; but Achilles was roused to still greater fury, 
and his eyes gleamed with a fierce light, for he was glad 
when he handled the splendid present which the god had 
made him. Then, as soon as he had satisfied himself with 
looking at it, he said to his mother, “‘ Mother, the god has 
given me armour, meet handiwork for an immortal and 
such as no man living could have fashioned; I will now 
arm, but I much fear that flies will settle upon the son 
of Mencetius and breed worms about his wounds, so that 
his body, now he is dead, will be disfigured and the flesh 
will rot.” 


Silver-footed Thetis answered, ‘My son, be not dis- 28 


quieted about this matter. I will find means to protect 
319 
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31 him from the swarms of noisome flies that prey on the 


bodies of men who have been killed in battle. He may 
lie for a whole year, and his flesh shall still be as sound 
as ever, or even sounder. Call, therefore, the Achzan 
heroes in assembly; unsay your anger against Agamem- 
non; arm at once, and fight with might and main.” 

As she spoke she put strength and courage into his 
heart, and she then dropped ambrosia and red nectar into 
the wounds of Patroclus, that his body might suffer no 
change. 


40 ( Then Achilles went out upon the sea-shore, and with a 


A 


loud cry called on the Achzan heroes.) On this even those 
who as yet had stayed always at the ships, the pilots and 
helmsmen, and even the stewards who were about the 
ships and served out rations, all came to the place of 
assembly because Achilles had shown himself after having 
held aloof so long from fighting. Two sons of Mars, 
Ulysses and the son of Tydeus, came limping, for their 
wounds still pained them; nevertheless they came, and 
took their seats in the front row of the assembly. Last 
of all came Agamemnon, king of men, he too wounded, 
for Coin son of Antenor had struck him with a spear in 
battle. 


54 -When the Achæans were got together Achilles rose and 


said, “Son of Atreus, surely it would have been better 
alike for both you and me, when we two were in such 
high anger about Briseis, surely it would have been better, 
had Diana’s arrow slain her at the ships on the day when 
I took her after having sacked Lyrnessus. For so, many 
an Achzan the less would have bitten dust before the foe 
in the days of my anger. It has been well for Hector and 
the Trojans, but the Achzans will long indeed remember 
our quarrel. Now, however, let it be, for it is over. If 
we have been angry, necessity has schooled our anger. I 
put it from me: I dare not nurse it for ever; therefore, 
bid the Achwans arm forthwith that I may go out against 


70 the Trojans, and learn whether they will be in a mind to 
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sleep by the ships or no. Glad, I ween, will he be to rest 
his knees who may fly my spear when I wield it.” 

Thus did he speak, and the Achzans rejoiced in that he 74 
had put away his anger. 

Then Agamemnon spoke, rising in his place, and not 
going into the middle of the assembly. ‘‘ Danaan heroes,” 
said he, “servants of Mars, it is well to listen when a man 
stands up to speak, and it is not seemly to interrupt him, 
or it will go hard even with a practised speaker. Who 
can either hear or speak in an uproar? Even the finest 
orator will be disconcerted by it. I will expound to the 
son of Peleus, and do you other Achzans heed me and 
mark me well. Often have the Acheans spoken to me of 
this matter and upbraided me, but it was not I that did 
it: Jove, and Fate, and Erinys that walks in darkness 
struck me mad when we were assembled on the day that 
I took from Achilles the meed that had been awarded to 
him. What could I do? All things are in the hand of 
heaven, and Folly, eldes. of Jove’s daughters, shuts men’s 
eyes to their destruction. She walks delicately, not on the 
solid earth, but hovers over the heads of men to make 
them stumble or to ensnare them. 

“Time was when she fooled Jove himself, who they say 95 
is greatest whether of gods or men; for Juno, woman 
though she was, beguiled him on the day when Alcmena 
was to bring forth mighty Hercules in the fair city of 
Thebes. He told it out among the gods saying, ‘ Hear me 
all gods and goddesses, that I may speak even as I am 
minded ; this day shall an Ilithuia, helper of women who 
are in labour, bring a man child into the world who shall 
be lord over all that dwell about him who are of my blood 
and lineage.’ Then said Juno all crafty and full of guile, 
‘You will play false, and will not hold to your word. 
Swear me, O Olympian, swear me a great oath, that he 
who shall this day fall between the feet of a woman, shall 
be lord over all that dwell about him who are of your blood 


and lineage.’ 111 
x 


112 


145 


149 
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“ Thus she spoke, and Jove suspected her not, but swore 
the great oath, to his much ruing thereafter. For Juno 
darted down from the high summit of Olympus, and went 
in haste to Achzan Argos where she knew that the noble 
wife of Sthenelus son of Perseus then was. She being 
with child and in her seventh month, Juno brought the 
child to birth though there was a month still wanting, but 
she stayed the offspring of Alemena, and kept back the 
Ilithuiæ. Then she went to tell Jove the son of Saturn, 
and said, ‘Father Jove, lord of the lightning—I have a 
word for your ear. There is a fine child born this day, 
Kurystheus, son to Sthenelus the son of Perseus; he is of 
your lineage; it is well, therefore, that he should reign 
over the Argives,’ 

‘t On this Jove was stung to the very quick, and in his 
rage he caught Folly by the hair, and swore a great oath 
that never should she agaim invade starry heaven and 
Olympus, for she was the bane of all. Then he whirled 
her round with a twist of his hand, and fiung her down 
from heaven so’that she fell on to the fields of mortal men; 
and he was ever angry with her when he saw his son 
groaning under the cruel labours that Eurystheus laid 
upon him. Even so did I grieve when mighty Hector was 
killing the Argives at their ships, and all the time I kept 
thinking of Folly who had so baned me. I was blind, and 
Jove robbed me of my reason ; I will now make atonement, 
and will add much treasure by way of amends.. Go, there- 
fore, into battle, you and your people with you. I will 
give you all that Ulysses offered you yesterday in your 
tents: or if it so please you, wait, though you would fain 
fight at once, and my squires shall bring the gifts from 
my ship, that you may see whether what I give you is 
enough.” 

And Achilles answered, ‘‘Son of Atreus, king of men 
Agamemnon, you can give such gifts as you think proper, 
or you can withhold them: it isin your own hands. Let 
us now set battle in array ; it is not well to tarry talking 
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about trifles, for there is a deed which is as yet to do. 
Achilles shall again be seen fighting among the foremost, 
and laying low the ranks of the Trojans: bear this in 
mind each one of you when he is fighting.” 

Then Ulysses said, ‘‘ Achilles, godlike and brave, send 
not the Achæans thus against Ilius to fight the Trojans 
fasting, for the battle will be no hrief one, when it is once 
begun, and heaven has filled both sides with fury; bid 
them first take food hoth bread and wine by the ships, for 
in this there is strength and stay. No man can do battle 
the livelong day to the going down of the sun if he is with- 
out food ; however much he may want to fight his strength 
will fail him before he knows it; hunger and thirst will 
find him out, and his limbs will grow weary under him. 
But a man can fight all day if he is full fed with meat and 
wine; his heart beats high, and his strength will stay till 
he has routed all his foes ; therefore, send the people away 
and bid them prepare their meal; King Agamemnon will 
bring out the gifts in presence of the assembly, that all 
may see them and you may be satisfied. ) Moreover let 
him swear an oath before the Argives that he has never 
gone up into the couch of Briseis, nor been with her after 
the manner of men and women; and do you, too, show 
yourself of a gracious mind; let Agamemnon entertain 
you in his tents with a feast of reconciliation, that so you 
may have had your dues in full. As for you, son of Atreus, 
treat people more righteously in future; it is no disgrace 
even to a king that he should make amends if he was 
wrong in the first instance.” 

And King Agamemnon answered, ‘‘Son of Laertes, your 
words please me well, for throughout you have spoken 
wisely. I will swear as you would have me do; I do so 
of my own free will, neither shall I take the name of 
heaven in vain. Let, then, Achilles wait, though he would 
fain fight at once, and do you others wait also, till the gifts 
come from my tent and we ratify the oath with sacrifice. 


150 


Thus, then, do I charge you: take some noble young 193 
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194 Achwans with you, and bring from my tents the gifts that 
I promised yesterday to Achilles, and bring the women 
also; furthermore let Talthybius find me a boar from those 
that are with the host, and make it ready for sacrifice to 
Jove and to the sun.” 

198 Then said Achilles, “Son of Atreus, king of men Aga- 
memnon, see to these matters at some other season, when 
there is breathing time and when I am calmer. Would 
you have men eat while the bodies of those whom Hector 
son of Priam slew are still lying mangled upon the plain ? 
Let the sons of the Achæans, say Í, fight fasting and with- 
out food, till we have avenged them; afterwards at the 
going down of the sun let them eat their fill. As for me, 
Patroclus is lying dead in my tent, all hacked and hewn, 
with his feet to the door, and his comrades are mourning 
round him. Therefore I can take thought of nothing save 
only slaughter and blood and the rattle in the throat of 
the dying.” 

215 Ulysses answered, “ Achilles, son of Peleus, mightiest 
of all the Achzans, in battle you are better than I, and 
that more than a little, but in counsel I am much before 
you, for I am older and of greater knowledge. Therefore 
be patient under my words. Fighting is a thing of which 
men soon surfeit, and when Jove, who is war’s steward, 
weighs the upshot, it may well prove that the straw which 
our sickles have reaped is far heavier than the grain. It 
may not be that the Achzans should mourn the dead with 
their bellies; day by day men fall thick and threefold con- 
tinually ; when should we have respite from our sorrow ! 
Let us mourn our dead for a day and bury them out of 
sight and mind, but let those of us who are left eat and 
drink that we may arm and fight our foes more fiercely. 
In that hour let no man hold back, waiting for a second 
summons; such summons shall bode ill for him who is 
found lagging behind at our ships; let us rather sally as 
one man and loose the fury of war upon the Trojans.” 

238 When he had thus spoken he took with him the sons 
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of Nestor, with Meges son of Phyleus, Thoas, Meriones, 
Lycomedes son of Creontes, and Melanippus, and went to 
the tent of Agamemnon son of Atreus. The word was not 
sooner said than the deed was done: they brought out the 
seven tripods which Agamemnon had promised, with the 
twenty metal cauldrons and the twelve horses; they also 
brought the women skilled in useful arts, seven in number, 
with Briseis, which made eight. Ulysses weighed out the 


/ten talents of gold and then led the way back, while the 


am 


young Achæans brought the rest of the gifts, and laid them 
in the middle of the assembly. 

Agamemnon then rose, and Talthybius whose voice was 
like that of a god came up to him with the boar. The son 
of Atreus drew the knife which he wore by the scabbard 
of his mighty sword, and began by cutting off some bristles 
from the boar, lifting up his hands in prayer as he did so. 
The other Achzeans sat where they were all silent and 
orderly to hear the king, and Agamemnon looked into the 
vault of heaven and prayed saying, “I call Jove the first 
and mightiest of all gods to witness, I call also Earth and 
Sun and the Erinyes who dwell below and take vengeance 
on him who shall swear falsely, that J have laid no hand 
upon thé girl Briseis, neither to take her to my bed nor 
otherwise, but that she has remained in my tents inviolate. 
If I swear falsely may heaven visit me with all the penalties 
which it metes out to those who perjure themselves.” 

He cut the boar’s throat as he spoke, whereon Talthy- 
bius whirled it round his head, and flung it into the wide 
sea to feed the fishes. Then Achilles also rose and said to 
the Argives, ‘“‘ Father Jove, of a truth you blind men’s eyes 
and bane them. The son of Atreus had not else stirred 
me to so fierce an anger, nor so stubbornly taken Briseis 
from me against my will. Surely Jove must have coun- 
selled the destruction of many an Argive. Go, now, and 
take your food that we may begin fighting.” 


239 


249 


266 


On this he broke up the assembly, and every man went 276 


back to his own ship. The Myrmidons attended to the 
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presents and took them away to the ship of Achilles. They 
placed them in his tents, while the stable-men drove the 
horses in among the others. 

282 /Briseis, fair as Venus) when she saw the mangled body 
of Patroclus, flung herself upon it and cried aloud, tearing 
her breast, her neck, and her lovely face with both her 
hands. Beautiful as a goddess she wept and said, ‘* Patro- 
clus, dearest friend, when I went hence I left you living ; 
I return, O prince, to find you dead ; thus do fresh sorrows 
multiply upon me one after the other. I saw him to whom 
my father and mother married me, cut down before our 
city, and my three own dear brothers perished with him on 
the self-same day ; but you, Patroclus, even when Achilles 
slew my husband and sacked the city of noble Mynes, told 
me that I was not to weep, for you said you would make 
Achilles marry me, and take me back with him to Phthia, 
where we should have a. wedding feast\among the Myr- 
midons. You were always kind to me and I shall never 
cease to grieve for you.” 

301 She wept as she spoke, and the women joined in her 
lament—making : as though their-tears were for Patroclus, 
but in truth each was weeping for her own sorrows. The 
elders of the Achwans gathered round Achilles and prayed 
him to take food, but he groaned and would not do so. “I 
pray you,” said he, “if any comrade will hear me, bid me 
neither eat nor drink, for I am in great heaviness, and will | 
stay fasting even to the going down of the sun.” 

309 On this he sent the other princes away, save only the 
two sons of Atreus and Ulysses, Nestor, Idomeneus, and 
the old knight Phoenix, who stayed behind and tried to 
comfort him in the bitterness of his sorrow: but he would 
not be comforted till he should have flung himself into the 
jaws of battle, and he fetched sigh on sigh, thinking ever 
of Patroclus. Then he said— 

315 ‘* Wapless and dearest comrade, you it was who would 
get a good dinner ready for me at once and without delay 
when the Achxans were hasting to fight the Trojans ; now, 
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therefore, though I have meat and drink in my tents, yet 320 
will I fast for sorrow. Grief greater than this I could not 
know, not even though I were to hear of the death of my 
father, who is now in Phthia weeping for the loss of me 
his son, who am here fighting the Trojans in a strange land 
for the accursed sake of Helen, nor yet though I should hear 
that my son is no more—he who is being brought up in 
Scyros—if indeed Neoptolemus is still living. Till now I 
made sure that I alone was to fall here at Troy away from 
Argos, while you were to return to Phthia, bring back my 
son with you in your own ship; and show him all my pro- 
perty, my bondsmen} and the E of my house—for 
Peleus must surely be either dead, or what little life remains 
to him is oppressed alike with the infirmities of age and 
ever present fear lest he should hear the sad tidings of my 
death.” 

He wept as he spoke, and the elders sighed in concert 337 
as each thought on what he had left at home behind him. 
The son of Saturn looked down with pity upon them, and 
said presently to Minerva, “‘My child, you have quite 
deserted your hero; is he then gone so clean out of your 
recollection? There he sits by the ships all desolate for 
the loss of his dear comrade, and though the others are 
gone to their dinner he will neither eat nor drink. Go 
then and drop nectar and ambrosia into his breast, that he 
may know no hunger.” 

With these words he urged Minerva, who was already 349 
of the same mind. She darted down from heaven into the 
air like some falcon sailing on his broad wings and scream- 
ing. * Meanwhile the Achwans were arming throughout the 
host, and when Minerva had dropped nectar and ambrosia 
into Achilles so that no cruel hunger should canse his 
limbs to fail him, she went back to the house of her 
mighty father. Thick as the chill snow-flakes shed from 
the hand of Jove and borne on the keen blasts of the 
north wind, even so thick did the gleaming helmets, the 
bossed shields, the strongly plated breastplates, and the 360 
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361 ashen spears stream from the ships. The sheen pierced 
the sky, the whole land was radiant with their flashing 
armour, and the sound of the tramp of their treading rose 
from under their feet. In the midst of them all Achilles 
put on his armour ; he gnashed his teeth, his eyes gleamed 
like fire, for his grief was greater than he could bear. 
Thus, then, full of fury against the Trojans, did he don 
the gift of the god, the armour that Vulcan had made 
him. 

369 First he put on the goodly greaves fitted with ancle- 
clasps, and next he did on the breastplate about his chest. 
He slung the silver-studded sword of bronze about his 
shoulders, and then took up the shield so great and strong 
that shone afar with a splendour as of the moon. As the 
light seen by sailors from out at sea, when men have lit 
a fire in their homestead high up among the mountains, 
but the sailors are carried out to sea by wind and storm 
far from the haven where they would be—even so did the 
gleam of Achilles’ wondrous shield strike up into the 
heavens. He lifted the redoubtable helmet, and set it 
upon his head, from whence it shone like a star, and the 
golden plumes which Vulcan had set thick about the ridge 
of the helmet, waved all around it. Then Achilles made 
trial of himself in his armour to see whether it fitted him, 
so that his limbs could play freely under it, and it seemed 
to buoy him up as though it had been wings. 

387 He also drew his father’s spear out of the spear-stand, 
a spear so great and heavy and strong that none of the 
Acheans save only Achilles had strength to wield it; this 
was the spear of Pelian ash from the topmost ridges of 
Mt. Pelion, which Chiron had once given to Peleus, fraught 
with the death of heroes. Automedon and Alecimus busied 
themselves with the harnessing of his horses; they made 
the bands fast about them, and put the bit in their mouths, 
drawing the reins back towards the chariot. Automedon, 
whip in hand, sprang up behind the horses, and after him 

398 Achilles mounted in full armour, resplendent as the sun- 
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god Hyperion. Then with a loud voice he chided with his 399 
fathers horses saying, “ Xanthus and Balius, famed off- 
spring of Podarge—this time when we have done fighting 

be sure and bring your driver safely back to the host of 
the Achæans, and do not leave him dead on the plain as 
you did Patroclus.” 

Then fleet Xanthus answered from under the yoke—for1 404 
white-armed Juno had endowed him with human speech— 
and he bowed his head till his mane touched the ground as 
it hung down from under the yoke-band. “Dread Achilles,” 
said he, “we will indeed save you now, but the day of your 
death is near, and the blame will not be ours, for it will be 
heaven and stern fate that will destroy you. Neither was 
it through any sloth or slackness on our part that the 
Trojans stripped Patroclus of his armour; it was the mighty 
god whom lovely Leto bore that slew him as he fought 
among thé foremost, and vouchsafed a triumph to Hector. 
We two can fly as swiftly as Zephyrus who they say is 
fleetest of all winds; nevertheless it is your doom to fall 
by the hand of a man and of a god.” 

When he had thus said the Erinyes stayed his speech, 418 
and Achilles answered him in great sadness, saying, “ Why, 

O Xanthus, do you thus foretell my death? You need not 
do so, for I well know that I am to fall here, far from my 
dear father and mother; none the more, however, shall I 
stay my hand till I have given the Trojans their fill of 
fighting.” a 

So saying, with a loud cry he drove his horses to the 424 

front. 


BOOK XX 


The gods hold a council and determine to watch the fight from 
the hill Callicolone, and the barrow of Hercules—A fight 
between Achilles and Æneas is interrupted by Neptune, who 
saves Æneas—Achilles kills many Trojans. 


Tavs, then, did the Achæans arm by their ships round you, 
O son of Peleus, who were hungering for battle; while the 
Trojans over against them armed upon the rise of the 
plain. 

4 Meanwhile Jove from the top of many-delled Olympus, 
bade Themis gather the gods in council, whereon she went 
about and called them to the house of Jove. There was nota 
river absent except Oceanus, nor a single one of the nymphs 
that haunt fair groves, or springs of rivers and meadows 
of green grass. When they reached the house of cloud- 
compelling Jove, they took their seats in the arcades of 
polished marble which Vulcan with his consummate skill 
had made for father Jove. 

13 In such wise, therefore, did they gather in the house of 
Jove. Neptune also, lord of the earthquake, obeyed the 
call of the goddess, and came up out of the sea to join 
them. There, sitting in the midst of them, he asked what 
Jove’s purpose might he. ‘‘ Why,” said he, “‘ wielder of the 
lightning, have you called the gods in council? Are you 
considering some matter that concerns the Trojans and 
Achzans——for the blaze of battle is on the point of being 
kindled between them ?”’ 

19 And Jove answered, “ You.know my purpose, shaker of 
earth, and wherefore I have called you hither. I take 
thought for them even in their destruction. For my own 

22 part I shall stay here seated on Mt. Olympus and look on 

330 
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in peace, but do you others go about among Trojans and 23 
Acheans, aud help either side as you may be severally 
disposed. If Achilles fights the Trojans without hindrance 
they will make no stand against him; they have ever 
trembled at the sight of him, and now that he is roused 
to such fury about his comrade, he will override fate itself 
and storm their city.” 

Thus spoke Jove and gave the word for war, whereon 31 
the gods took their several sides and went into battle. 
Juno, Pallas Minerva, earth-encircling Neptune, Mercury 
bringer of good luck and excellent in all cunning—all these 
joined the host that came from the ships; with them also 
came Vulcan in all his glory, limping, but yet with his thin 
legs plying lustily under him. Mars of gleaming helmet 
joined the Trojans, and with him Apollo of locks unshorn, 
and the archer goddess Diana, Leto, Xanthus, and laughter- 
loving Venus. 

So long as the gods held themselves aloof from mortal 41 
warriors the Achzans were triumphant, for Achilles who 
had long refused to fight was now with them. There was 
not a Trojan but his limbs failed him for fear as he beheld 
the fleet son of Peleus all glorious in his armour, and looking 
like Mars himself. When, however, the Olympians came 
to take their part among men, forthwith uprose strong 
Strife, rouser of hosts, and Minerva raised her loud voice, 
now standing by the deep trench that ran outside the wall, 
and now shouting with all her might upon the shore of the 
sounding sea. Mars also bellowed out upon the other side, 
dark as some black thunder-cloud, and called on the Trojans 
at the top of his voice, now from the acropolis, and now 
speeding up the side of the river Simois till he came to the 
hill Callicolone.’ 

Thus did the gods spur on both hosts to fight, and rouse 54 


1 This is generally, and I believe rightly, held to be a conspicuous 
hill about 700 feet in height, on the Simois, about four miles N.E. 
of Thymbra, now called Kara Yur. Gods no doubt could get a good 
view of the fighting from this post, but mortals could hardly do so. 
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55 fierce contention also among themselves. The sire of gods 
and men thundered from heaven above, while from beneath 
Neptune shook the vast earth, and bade the high hills 
tremble. The spurs and crests of many-fountained Ida 
quaked, as also the city of the Trojans and the ships of the 
Acheans. \ Hades, king of the realms below, was struck with 
fear; he sprang panic-stricken from his throne and cried 
aloud in terror lest(Neptune, lord of the earthquake) should 
crack the ground over his head, and lay bare his mouldy 
mansions to the sight of mortals and immortals—mansions 
so ghastly grim that even the gods shudder to think of 
them. \ Such was the uproar as the gods came together in 
battle. Apollo with his arrows took his stand to face 
King Neptune, while Minerva took hers against the god of 
war; the archer-goddess Diana with her golden arrows, 
sister of far-darting Apollo, stood to face Juno; Mercury 
the lusty bringer of good luck faced Leto, while the mighty 
eddying river whom men call Scamander, but gods Xanthus, 
matched himself against Vulcan. —— 

75 The gods, then, were thus ranged against one another. 
But the heart of Achilles was set on meeting Hector son 
of Priam, for it was with his blood that he longed above 
all things else to glut the stubborn lord of battle. Mean- 
while Apollo set Æneas on to attack the son of Peleus, 
and put courage into his heart, speaking with the voice 
of Lycaon son of Priam. In his likeness, therefore, he 
said to Æneas, ‘“ Æneas, counsellor of the Trojans, where 
are now the brave words with which you vaunted over 
your wine before the Trojan princes, saying that you would 
fight Achilles son of Peleus in single combat ?” 

86 And Æneas answered, ‘“ Why do you thus bid me fight 
the proud son of Peleus, when I am in no mind to do so? 
Were I to face him now, it would not be for the first time. 
His spear has already put me to flight from Ida, when he 
attacked our cattle and sacked Lyrnessus and Pedasus; 
Jove indeed saved me in that he vouchsafed me strength 

94 to fly, else had I fallen by the hands of Achilles and 
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Minerva, who went before him to protect him and urged 95 
him to fall upon the Lelegw and Trojans. No man may 
fight Achilles, for one of the gods is always with him as his 
guardian angel, and even were it not so, his weapon flies 
ever straight, and fails not to pierce the flesh of him who 

is against him; if heaven would let me fight him on even 
terms he should not soon overcome me, though he boasts 
that he is made of bronze.” 

/ Then said King Apollo, son to Jove, “Nay, hero, pray 103 
to the ever-living gods, for men say that you were born 
of Jove’s daughter Venus, whereas Achilles is son to a 
goddess of inferior rank. Venns is child to Jove, while 
Thetis is but daughter to the old man of the sea. Bring, 
therefore, your spear to bear upon him, and let him not 
scare you with his taunts and menaces.” 

As he spoke he put courage into the heart of the shep- 110 
herd of his people, and he strode in full armour among 
the ranks of the foremost fighters. Nor did the son of 
Anchises escape the notice of white-armed Juno, as he 
went forth into the throng to meet Achilles. She called 
the gods about her, and said, “ Look to it, you two, Nep- 
tune and Minerva, and consider how this shall he; Phoebus 
Apollo has been sending Æneas clad in full armour to fight 
Achilles. Shall we turn him back at once, or shall one of 
us stand by Achilles and endow him with strength so that 
his heart fail not, and he may learn that the chiefs of the 
immortals are on his side, while the others who have all 
along been defending the Trojans are but vain helpers? 
Let us all come down from Olympus and join in the fight, 
that this day he may take no hurt at the hands of the 
Trojans. ;ĦHereafter let him suffer whatever fate may 
have spun out for him when he was begotten and his 
mother bore him. | If Achilles be not thus assured hy the 
voice of a god, he may come to fear presently when one of 
us meets him in battle, for the gods are terrible if they 
are seen face to face.” 

Neptune lord of the earthquake answered her saying, 132 
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133 “‘ Juno, restrain your fury; it is not well; I am not in 
favour of forcing the other gods to fight us, for the advan- 
tage is too greatly on our own side; let us take our places 
on some hill out of the beaten track, and let mortals fight 
it out among themselves. If Mars or Phebus Apollo begin 
fighting, or keep Achilles in check so that he cannot fight, 
we, too, will at once raise the cry of battle, and in that 
case they will soon leave the field and go back vanquished 
to Olympus among the other gods.” 

144 With these words the dark-haired god led the way 
to the high earth-barrow of Hercules, built round solid 
masonry, and made by the Trojans and Pallas Minerva 
for him to fly to when the sea-monster was chasing him 
from the shore on to the plain.1 Here Neptune and 
those that were with him took their seats, wrapped in a 
thick cloud of darkness; but the other gods seated them- 
selves on the brow of Callicolone round you, O Pheebus, 
and Mars the waster of cities. 

153 Thus did the gods sit apart and form their plans, but 
neither side was willing to begin battle with the other, 
and Jove from his seat on high was in command over 
them all. Meanwhile the whole plain was alive with 

- men and horses, and blazing with the gleam of armour. 
The earth rang again under the tramp of their feet as 
158 they rushed towards each other, jand two champions, by 


1 This, I hardly doubt, is the high and very conspicuous earth- 
work built round a core of solid masonry, and vulgarly called the 
tomb of Alsyetes, but marked in the map as Ujek Tepe. See 
Schliemann, who assigns it a post-Christian date, but admits that 
it has a polygonal foundation, which he ascribes to about 450 
years before Christ. If thé foundation is also megalithic it is 
many centuries earlier than this date. Schliemann (Xios, Murray, 
1880, p. 662) argues his date from the stones having been worked 
with an iron pick, but bronze hardened as hard or nearly so as iron, 
if not iron itself, was used for working stones certainly as early 
as 1600 B.C. and probably long hefore this date. It is highly pro- 
bable, however, that the mound may have been greatly enlarged in 
post-Christian times. 
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‘far the foremost of them all, met between the hosts to 
fight—to wit, Æneas son of Anchises, and noble Achilles. ) 

Æneas was first to stride forward in attack, his doughty 161 
helmet tossing defiance as he came on, He held his strong 
shield before his breast, and brandished his bronze spear. 
The son of Peleus from the other side sprang forth to meet 
him, like some fierce lion that the whole country-side has 
met to hunt and kill—at first he bodes no ill, but when 
some daring youth has struck him with a spear, he crouches 
open-mouthed, his jaws foam, he roars with fury, he lashes 
his tail from side to side about his ribs and loins, and 
glares as he springs straight before him, to find out whether 
he is to slay, or be slain among the foremost of his foes 
—even with such fury did Achilles burn to spring upon 
Æneas. 

When they were now close up with one another Achilles 176 
was first to speak. ‘“‘ Æneas,” said he, “ why do you stand 
- thus out before the host to fight me?{ Is it that you hope 
to reign over the Trojans in the seat of Priam} Nay, 
though you kill me Priam will not hand his kingdom over 
to you. He is a man of sound judgement, and he has sons 
of his own. (Or have the Trojans been allotting you a 
demesne of passing richness, fair with orchard lawns and 
corn lands, if you should slay me? ) This you shall hardly 
do. I have discomfited you once already. { Have you for- 
gotten how when you were alone I chased you from your 
herds helter-skelter down the slopes of Ida?) You did not 
turn round to look behind you; you took refuge in Lyr- 
nessus,/ but J attacked the city, and with the help of 
Minerva and father Jove I sacked it and carried its women 
into captivity, though Jove and the other gods rescued you. 
You think-they will protect you now, but they will not do 
so; therefore I say go back into the host, and do not face 
me, or you will rue it. Even a fool may be wise after the 
event.” 

Then Æneas answered, ‘Son of Peleus, think not that 199 
your words can scare me as though I were a child. I too, 
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202 if I will, can brag and talk unseemly. We know one 


215 


24 


p 


another’s race and parentage as matters of common fame, 
though neither have you ever seen my parents nor I yours. 
Men say that you are son to noble Peleus, and that your 
mother is Thetis, fair-haired daughter of the sea. I have 
noble Anchises for my father, and Venus for my mother ; 
the parents of one or other of us shall this day mourn a 
son, for it will be more than silly talk that shall part us 
when the fight is over. Learn, then, my lineage if you 
will—and it 1s known to many. 

“In the beginning Dardanus was the son of Jove, and 
founded Dardania, for Ilius was not yet stablished on the 
plain for men to dwell in, and her people still abode on the 
spurs of many-fountained Ida, Dardanus had a son, king 
Erichthonius, who was wealthiest of all men living; he had 
three thousand mares that fed by the water-meadows, they 
and their foals with them. Boreas was enamoured of them 
as they were feeding, and covered them in the semblance 
of a dark-maned stallion. Twelve filly foals did they con- 
ceive and bear him, and these, as they sped over the rich 
plain, would go bounding on over the ripe ears of corn and 
not break them ; or again when they would disport them- 
selves on the broad back of Ocean they could gallop on the 
crest of a breaker. Lrichthonius begat Tros, king of the 
Trojans, and Tros had three noble sons, Ilus, Assaracus, 
and Ganymede who was comeliest of mortal men; where- 
fore the gods carried him off to be Jove’s cupbearer, for 
his beauty’s sake, that he might dwell among the immortals. 
Ilus begat Laomedon, and Laomedon begat Tithonus, Priam, 
Lampus, Clytius, and Hiketaon of the stock of Mars. But 
Assaracus was father to Capys, and Capys to Anchises, who 
was my father, while Hector is son to Priam. 

“Such do I declare my blood and lineage, but as for 
valour, Jove gives it or takes it as he will, for he is lord 
of all. And now let there be no more of this prating in 
mid-battle as though we were children. We could fling 


247 taunts without end at one another il a hundred-oared galley 


BK. XX.) ACHILLES AND ÆNEAS FIGHT 337 


would not hold them. )The tongue can run all whithers 248 
and talk all wise; it can go here and there, and as a man 
says, so shall he be gainsaid. What is the use of our 
bandying hard words, like women who when they fall foul 

of one another go out and wrangle in the streets, one 
half true and the other lies, as rage inspires them? No 
words of yours shall turn me now that I am fain to fight 
—therefore let us make trial of one another with our 
spears.” 

As he spoke he drove his spear at the great and terrible 259 
shield of Achilles, which rang out as the point struck it. 
The son of Peleus held the shield before him with his 
strong hand, and he was afraid, for he deemed that 
Æneas’s spear would go through it quite easily, not re- 
flecting that the god’s glorious gifts were little likely to 
yield before the blows of mortal men; and indeed Atineas’s 
spear did not pierce the shield, for the layer of gold, gift 
of the god, stayed the point. lIt went through two layers, 
but the god had made the shield in five, two of bronze, the 
two innermost ones of tin, and one of gold; it was in this 
that the spear was stayed. 

Achilles in his turn threw, and struck the round shield 273 
of Æneas at the very edge, where the bronze was thinnest; 
the spear of Pelian ash went clean through, and the shield 
rang under the blow; Æneas was afraid, and crouched 
backwards, holding the shield away from him; the spear, 
however, flew over his back, and stuck quivering in the 
ground, after having gone through both circles of the shel- 
tering shield. Æneas though he had avoided the spear, 
stood still, blinded with, fear and grief because the weapon 
had gone so near him ; then Achilles sprang furiously upon 
him, with a cry as of death and with his keen blade 
drawn, and Æneas seized a great stone, so huge that two 
men, as men now are, would be unable to lift it, but Æneas 
wielded it quite easily. 

Æneas would then have struck Achilles as he was 288 
springing towards him, either on the helmet, or on the 
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289 shield that covered him, and Achilles would have closed 
with him and despatched him with his sword, had not 
Neptune lord of the earthquake been quick to mark, and 
said forthwith to the immortals, ‘Alas, I am sorry for 
great Æneas, who will now go down to the house of Hades, 
vanquished by the son of Peleus. Fool that he was to 
give ear to the counsel of Apollo. Apollo will never save 
him from destruction. Why should this man suffer when 
he is guiltless, to no purpose, and in another’s quarrel? 
Has he not at all times offered acceptable sacrifice to the 
gods that dwell in heaven? Let us then snatch him from 
death’s jaws, lest the son of Saturn be angry should 
Achilles slay him. It is fated, moreover, that he should 
escape, and that the race of Dardanus, whom Jove loved 
above all the sons born to him of mortal women, shall not 
perish utterly without seed or sign. For now indeed has 
Jove hated the blood of Priam, while Æneas shall reign 
over the Trojans, he and his children’s children that shall 
be born hereafter.” 

309 Then answered Juno, ‘ Earth-shaker, look to this matter 
yourself, and consider concerning Æneas, whether you will 
save him, or suffer him, brave though he be, to fall by the 
hand of Achilles son of Peleus. For of a truth we two, 
IĮ and Pallas Minerva, have sworn full many a time before 
all the immortals, that never would we shield Trojans 
from destruction, not even when all Troy is burning in 
the flames that the Achæans shall kindle.” 

318 When earth-encircling Neptune heard this he went into 
the battle amid the clash of spears, and came to the place 
where Achilles and Æneas were. Forthwith he shed a 
darkness before the eyes of the son of Peleus, drew the 
bronze-headed ashen spear from the shield of Æneas, and 
laid it at the feet of Achilles. Then he lifted Æneas on 
high from off the earth and hurried him away. (Over the 
heads of many a band of warriors both horse and footJdid 
he soar as the god’s hand sped him, till he came to the 

329 very fringe of the battle where the Cauconians were 
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arming themselves for fight. Neptune, shaker of the 330 
earth, then came near to him and said, ‘Æneas, what 
god has egged you on to this folly in fighting the son of 
Peleus, who is both a mightier man of valour and more 
beloved of heaven than you are? Give way before him 
whensoever you meet him, lest you go down to the house 

of Hades even though fate would have it otherwise, 
When Achilles is dead you may then fight among the 
foremost undaunted, for none other of the Achzans shall 
slay you.” 

The god left him when he had given him these instruc- 340 
tions, and at once removed the darkness from before the 
eyes of Achilles, who opened them wide indeed and said 
in great anger, ‘“‘ Alas! what marvel am I now beholding ? 
Here is my spear upon the ground, but I see not him 
whom I meant to kill when I hurled it. Of a truth 
Æneas also must be under heaven’s protection, although 
I had thought his boasting was idle. Let him go hang ; 
he will be in no mood to fight me further, seeing how 
narrowly he has missed being killed. I will now give 
-my orders to the Danaans and attack some other of the 
Trojans.” 

He sprang forward along the line and cheered his men 353 
on as he did so. “ Let not the Trojans,” he cried, “ keep 
you at arm’s length, Achzans, but go for them and fight 
them man for man. However valiant I may be, I cannot 
give chase to so many and fight all of them. Even Mars, 
who is an immortal, or Minerva, would shrink from 
flinging himself into the jaws of such a fight and laying 
about him; nevertheless, so far ag in me lies I will show 
no slackness of hand or foot nor want of endurance, not 
even for a moment; I will utterly break their ranks, 
and woe to the Trojan who shall venture within reach of 
my spear.” 

Thus did he exhort them. Meanwhile Hector called 364 
upon the Trojans and declared that he would fight Achilles. 

“ Be not afraid, proud Trojans,” said he, “to face the son 
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367 of Peleus ; I could fight gods myself if the battle were one 
of words only, but they would be more than a match for 
me, if we had to use our spears. Even so the deed of 
Achilles will fall somewhat short of his word; he will do 
in part, and the other part he will clip short. I will go 
up against him though his hands be as fire—though his 
hands be fire and his strength iron.” 

374 Thus urged the Trojans lifted up their spears against 
the Achzans, and raised the ery of battle as they flung 
themselves into the midst of their ranks. But Phebus 
Apollocarie up to Hector and said, ‘‘ Hector, on no account 

must you challenge Achilles to single combat; keep a look- 
out for him while you are under cover a the others 
and away from the thick of the fight, otherwise he will 
either hit you with a spear or cut you down at close 
quarters.” 

379 Thus he spoke, and Hector drew back within the crowd, 
for he was afraid when he heard what the god had said 
to him. Achilles then sprang upon the Trojans with a 
terrible cry, clothed in valour as with a garment. First 
he killed Iphition son of Otrynteus, a leader of much 
people whom a naiad nymph had borne to Otrynteus 
waster of cities, in the land of Hyde under the snowy 
heights of Mt. Tmolus. Achilles struck him full on the 
head as he was coming on towards him, and split it 
clean in two; whereon he fell heavily to the ground and 
Achilles vaunted over him saying, “ You lie low, son of 
Otrynteus, mighty hero; your death is here, but your 
lineage is on the Gygzan lake where your father’s estate 
lies, by Hyllus, rich in fish, and the eddying waters of 
Hermus.” 

393 Thus did he vaunt, but darkness closed the eyes of the 
other. The chariots of the Achæans cut him up as their 
wheels passed over him in the front of the battle, and after 
him Achilles killed Demoleon, a valiant man of war and 
son to Antenor. He struck him on the temple through 

398 his bronze-cheeked helmet. The helmet did not stay the 
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spear, but it went right on, crushing the bone so that the 399 
brain inside was shed in all directions, and his lust of 
fighting was ended. Then he struck Hippodamas in the 
midriff as he was springing down from his chariot in front 
of him, and trying to escape. He breathed his last, bellow- 
ing like a bull bellows when young men are dragging him 
to offer him in sacrifice to the King of Helice, and the 
heart of the earth-shaker is glad: even so did he bellow 
as he lay dying. Achilles then went in pursuit of Poly- 
dorus son of Priam, whom his father had always forbidden 
to fight because he was the youngest of his sons, the one 
he loved best, and the fastest runner. He, in his folly and 
showing off the fleetness of his feet, was rushing about 
among the front ranks until he lost his life, for Achilles 
struck him in the middle of the back as he was darting 
past him : he struck him just at the golden fastenings of 
his belt and where the two pieces of the double breastplate 
overlapped. The point of the spear pierced him through 
and came out by the navel, whereon he fell groaning on 
to his knees and a cloud of darkness overshadowed him as 
he sank holding his entrails in his hands. 

When Hector saw his brother Polydorus with his entrails 419 
in his hands and sinking down upon the ground, a mist 
came over his eyes, and he could not bear to keep longer 
at a distance; he therefore poised his spear and darted 
towards Achilles like a flame of fire. When Achilles saw 
him he bounded forward and vaunted saying, ‘‘This is he 
that has wounded my heart most deeply and has slain my 
beloved comrade. Not for long shall we two quail before 
one another on the highways of war.” 

He looked fiercely on Hector and said, ‘ Draw near, 428 
that you may meet your doom the sooner.” Hector feared 
him not and answered, “Son of Peleus, think not that 
your words can scare me as though I were a child; I 
too if I will can brag and talk unseemly ; I know that 
you are a mighty warrior, mightier by far than I, never- 
theless the issue lies in the lap of heaven whether I, 435 
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worse man though I be, may not slay you with my spear, 
for this too has been found keen ere now.” 

488 He hurled his spear as he spoke, but Minerva breathed 
upon it, and though she breathed but very lightly she 
turned it back from going towards Achilles, so that it re- 
turned to Hector and lay at his feet in front of him. 
Achilles then sprang furiously on him with a loud cry, 
bent on killing him, but Apollo caught him up easily as 
a god can, and hid him in a thick darkness. Thrice did 
Achilles spring towards him spear in hand, and thrice did 
he waste his blow upon the air, When he rushed forward 
for the fourth time as though he were a god, he shouted 
aloud saying, “ Hound, this time too you have escaped 
death — but of a truth it came exceedingly near you. 
Pheebus Apollo, to whom it seems you pray before you go 
into hattle, has again saved you; but if I too have any 
friend among the gods I will surely make an end of you 
when I come across you at some other time. Now, how- 
ever, I will pursue and overtake other Trojans.” 

455 On this he struck Dryops with his spear, about the 
middle of his neck, and he fell headlong at his feet. There 
he let him lie and stayed Demouchus son of Philetor, a 
man both brave and of great stature, by hitting him on 
the knee with a spear; then he smote him with his sword 
and. killed him. After this he sprang on Laogonus and 
Dardanus, sons of Bias, and threw them from their chariot, 
the one with a blow from a thrown spear, while the other 
he cut down in hand-to-hand fight. There was also Tros 
the son of Alastor—he came up to Achilles and clasped 
his knees in the hope that he would spare him and not 
kill him but let him go, because they were both of the 
same age. Fool, he might have known that he should not 
prevail with him, for the man was in no mood for pity or 
forbearance but was in grim earnest. Therefore when Tros 
laid hold of his knees and sought a hearing for his prayers, 
Achilles drove his sword into his liver, and the liver came 

470 rolling out, while his bosom was all covered with the black 
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blood that welled from the wound. Thus did death close 
his eyes as he lay lifeless. 

Achilles then went up to Mulius and struck him on the 
ear with a spear, and the bronze spear-head came right out 
at the other ear. He also struck Echeclus son of Agenor 
on the head with his sword, which became warm with 
the blood, while death and stern fate closed the eyes of 
Echeclus. Next in order the bronze point of his spear 
wounded Deucalion in the fore-arm where the sinews of 
the elbow are united, whereon he waited Achilles’ onset 
with his arm hanging down and death staring him in the 
face. Achilles cut his head off with a blow from his sword 
and flung it helmet and all away from him, and the marrow 
came oozing out of his backbone as he lay. He then went 
in pursuit of Rhigmus, noble son of Peires, who had come 
from fertile Thrace, and struck him through the middle 
with a spear which fixed itself in his belly, so that he fell 
headlong from his chariot. He also speared Areithous 
squire to Rhigmus in the back as he was turning his 
horses in flight, and thrust him from his chariot, while 
the horses were struck with panic. 

As a fire raging in some mountain glen after long 
drought—and the dense forest is in a blaze, while the 
wind carries great tongues of fire in every direction — 
even so furiously did Achilles rage, wielding his spear as 
though he were a god, and giving chase to those whom 
he would slay, till the dark earth ran with blood. /Or as 
one who yokes broad-browed oxen that they may tread 
barley in a threshing-floor—and it is soon bruised small 
under the feet of the lowing cattle—even so did the horses 
of Achilles trample on the shields and bodies of the slain. 
The axle underneath and the railing that ran round the 
car were bespattered with clots of blood thrown up by 
the horses’ hoofs, and from the tyres of the wheels; but 
the son of Peleus pressed on to win still further glory, and 
his hands were bedrabbled with gore. 
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BOOK XXI ` 


The fight between Achilles and the river Scamander—The gods 
fight among themselves—Achilles drives the Trojans within 
their gates. 


Now when they came to the ford of the full-flowing river 
Xanthus, begotten of immortal Jove, Achilles cut their 
forces in two: one half he chased over the plain towards 
the city by the same way that the Achwans had taken 
when flying panic-stricken on the preceding day with 
Hector in full triumph; this way did they fly pell-mell, 
and Juno sent down a thick mist in front of them to stay 
them. The other half were hemmed in by the deep silver- 
eddying stream, and fell into it with a great uproar. The 
waters resounded, and the banks rang again, as they swam 
hither and thither with loud cries amid the whirling eddies, 
As locusts flying to a river before the blast of a grass fire 
—the flame comes on and on till at last it overtakes them 
and they huddle into the water—-even so was the eddy- 
ing stream of Xanthus filled with the uproar of men and 
horses, all struggling in confusion before Achilles. 

17 Forthwith the hero left his spear upon the bank, lean- 
ing it against a tamarisk bush, and plunged into the river 
like a god, armed with his sword only. Fell was his pur- 
pose as he hewed the Trojans down on every side. Their 
dying groans rose hideous as the sword smote them, and 
the river ran red with blood. As when fish fly scared 
before a huge dolphin, and fill every nook and corner of 
some fair haven—for he is sure to eat all he can cateh— 
even so did the Trojans cower under the banks of the 
mighty river, and when Achilles’ arms grew weary with 


27 killing them, he drew twelve youths alive out of the water, 
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to sacrifice in revenge for Patroclus son of Meneetius. He 28 


drew them out like dazed fawns, bound their hands behind 
them with the girdles of their own shirts, and gave them 
over to his men to take back to the ships. Then he sprang 
into the river, thirsting for still further blood. 


There he found Lycaon, son of Priam seed of Dardanus, 34 


as he was escaping out of the water; he it was whom he 
had once taken prisoner when he was in his father’s vine- 
yard, having set upon him by night, as he was cutting 
young shoots from a wild fig-tree to make the wicker sides 
of a chariot.) Achilles then caught him to his sorrow 
unawares, and sent him by sea to Lemnos, where the 
son of Jason bought him. But a guest-friend, Hétion 
of Imbros, freed him with a great sum, and sent him to 
Arisbe, whence he had escaped and returned to his father’s 
house. He had spent eleven days happily with his friends 
after he had come from Lemnos, but on the twelfth heaven 
again delivered him into the hands of Achilles, who was 
to send him to the house of Hades sorely against his will. 
He was unarmed when Achilles caught sight of him, and 
had neither helmet nor shield; nor yet had he any spear, 
for he had thrown all his armour from him on to the bank, 
and was sweating with his struggles to get out of the river, 
so that his strength was now failing him. 

Then Achilles said to himself in his surprise, ‘‘ What 
marvel do I see here? If this man can come back alive 
after having been sold over into Lemnos, I shall have the 
Trojans also whom I have slain rising from the world 
below. Could not even the waters of the grey sea imprison 
him, as they do many another whether he will or no? 
This time let him taste my spear, that I may know for 
certain whether mother earth who can keep even a strong 
man down, will be able to hold him, or whether thence too 
he will return.” 


1 Mr. Calvert of Tbymbra pointed out to me several earts in the 
neighbourhood of Troy with sides made of the wickerwork here 
referred to. 
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64 Thus did he pause and ponder. But Lycaon came up 
to him dazed and trying hard to embrace his knees, for he 
would fain live, not die. Achilles thrust at him with his 
spear, meaning to kill him, but Lycaon ran crouching up 
to him and caught his knees, whereby the spear passed 
over his back, and stuck in the ground, hungering though 
it was for blood. With one hand he caught Acbilles’ 
knees as he besought him, and with the other he clutched 
the spear and would not let it go. Then he said, “ Achilles, 
have mercy upon me and spare me, for J am your sup- 
pliant. It was in your tents that I first broke bread on 
the day when you took me prisoner in the vineyard ; after 
which you sold me away to Lemnos far from my father 
and my friends, and I brought you the price of a hundred 
oxen. I have paid three times as much to gain my 
freedom ; it is but twelve days that I have come to Mius 
after much suffering, and now cruel fate has again thrown 
me into your hands. Surely father Jove must hate me, 
that he has given me over to you a second time. Short of 
life indeed did my mother Laothte bear me, daughter of 
aged Altes—of Altes who reigns over the warlike Lelege 
and holds steep Pedasus on the river Satnideis. Priam 
married his daughter along with many other women and 
two sons were born of her, both of whom you will have 
slain. Your spear slew noble Polydorus as he was fighting 
in the front ranks, and now evil will here befall me, for I 
fear that I shall not escape you since heaven has delivered 
me over to you. Furthermore I say, and lay my saying to 
your heart, spare me, for I am not of the same womb as 
Hector who slew your brave and noble comrade.” 

97 With such words did the princely son of Priam beseech 
Achilles; but Achilles answered him sternly. ‘‘ Idiot,” 
said he, “talk not to me of ransom. Until Patroclus fell 
I preferred to give the Trojans quarter, and sold beyond 
the sea many of those whom I had taken alive; but now 
not a man shall live of those whom heaven delivers into 

104 my hands before the city of Dlius—and of all Trojans it 
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shall fare hardest with the sons of Priam. Therefore, my 105 
friend, yon too shall die. Why shonld you whine in this 
way? Patroclus fell, and he was a better man than. you 
are. 1 too—see you not how I am great and goodly? I 
am son to a noble father, and have a goddess for my 
mother, but the hands of doom and death overshadow me 

all as surely. The day will come, either at dawn or dark, 

or at the noontide, when one shall take my life also in 
battle, either with his spear, or with an arrow sped from 
his bow.” 

Thus did he speak, and Lycaon’s heart sank within him. 114 
He loosed his hold of the spear, and held out both hands 
before him ; but Achilles drew his keen blade, and struck 
him by the collar-bone on his neck; he plunged his two- 
edged sword into him to the very hilt, whereon he lay at 
full length on the ground, with the dark blood welling 
from-him till the earth was soaked. Then Achilles caught 
him by the foot and flung him into the river to go 
down stream, vaunting over him the while, and saying, 
“ Lie there among the fishes, who will lick the blood 
from your wound and gloat over it; your mother shall 
not lay you on any bier to mourn you, but the eddies of 
Scamander shall bear you into the broad bosom of the sea. 
There shall the fishes feed on the fat of Lycaon as they 
dart under the dark ripple of the waters—so perish all of 
you till we reach the citadel of strong Ilins—yon in flight, 
and I following after to destroy you. The river with its 
broad silver stream shall serve you in no stead, for all the 
bulls you offered him and all the horses that you flung 
living into his waters. None the less miserably shall you 
perish till there is not a man of you but has paid in full 
for the death of Patroclus and the havoc yon wrought 
among the Achæans whom you have slain while I held 
aloof from battle.” 

So spoke Achilles, bnt the river grew more and more 136 
angry, and pondered within himself how he should stay 
the hand of Achilles and save the Trojans from disaster. 
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139 Meanwhile the son of Peleus, spear in hand, sprang upon 


161 


Asteropæus son of Pelegon to kill him. He was son to 
the broad river Axius and Peribœæa eldest daughter of 
Acessamenus ; for the river had lain with her. Asteropæus 
stood up out of the water to face him with a spear in either 
hand, and Xanthus filled him with courage, being angry 
for the death of the youths whom Achilles was slaying 
ruthlessly within his waters. When they were close up 
with one another Achilles was first to speak. “ Who and 
whence are you,” said he, “who dare to face me? Woe to 
the parents whose son stands up against me.” And the 
son of Pelegon answered, “ Great son of Peleus, why should 
you ask my lineage. I am from the fertile land of far 
Pæonia, captain of the Pæonians, and it is now eleven 
days that I am at Ilius. Iam of the blood of the river 
Axius—of Axius that is the fairest of all rivers that run. 
He begot the famed warrior Pelegon, whose son men call 
me. Let us now fight, Achilles.” 

Thus did he defy him, and Achilles raised his spear of 
Pelian ash. Asteropæus failed with both his spears, for 
he could use both hands alike; with the one spear he 
struck Achilles’ shield, but did not pierce it, for the layer 
of gold, gift of the god, stayed the point; with the other 
spear he grazed the elbow of Achilles’ right arm drawing 
dark blood, but the spear itself went by him and fixed 
itself in the ground, foiled of its bloody banquet. Then 
Achilles, fain to kill him, hurled his spear at Asteropzus, 
but failed to hit him and struck the steep bank of the 
river, driving the spear half its length into the earth. The 
son of Peleus then drew his sword and sprang furiously 
upon him. Asteropzus vainly tried to draw Achilles’ spear 
out of the bank by main force; thrice did he tug at it, 
trying with all his might to draw it out, and thrice he 
had to leave off trying ; the fourth time he tried to bend 
and break it, but ere he could do so Achilles smote him 
with his sword and killed him. He struck him in the 


180 belly near the navel, so that all his bowels came gushing 
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out on to the ground, and the darkness of death came over 181 
him as he lay gasping. Then Achilles set his foot on his 
chest and spoiled him of his armour, vaunting over him 
and saying, “‘ Lie there—begotten of a river though you be, 
it is hard for you to strive with the offspring of Saturn’s 
son. You declare yourself sprung from the blood of a 
broad river, but I am of the seed of mighty Jove. My 
father is Peleus, son of AXacus ruler over the many Myr- 
midons, and Alacus was the son of Jove. Therefore as 
Jove is mightier than any river that flows into the sea, 
so are his children stronger than those of any river what- 
soever. Moreover you have a great river hard by if he 
can be of any use to you, but there is no fighting against 
Jove the son of Saturn, with whom not even King Achel- 
ous can compare, nor the mighty stream of deep-flowing 
Oceanus, from whom all rivers and seas with all springs 
and deep wells proceed ; even Oceanus fears the lightnings 
of great Jove, and his thunder that comes crashing out of 
heaven.” 

With this he drew his bronze spear out of the bank, and 200 
now that he had killed Asteropzeus, he let him lie where he 
was on the sand, with the dark water flowing over him and 
the eels and fishes busy nibbling and gnawing the fat that 
was about his kidneys. Then he went in chase of the 
Peeonians, who were flying along the bank of the river in 
panic when they saw their leader slain by the hands of 
the son of Peleus. Therein he slew Thersilochus, Mydon, 
Astypylus, Mnesus, Thrasius, Gineus, and Ophelestes, and 
he would have slain yet others, had not the river in anger 
taken human form, and spoken to him from out the deep 
waters saying, ‘“‘ Achilles, if you excel all in strength, so 
do you also in wickedness, for the gods are ever with you 
to protect you: if, then, the son of Saturn has vouchsafed 
it to you to destroy all the Trojans, at any rate drive them 
out of my stream, and do your grim work on land. My 
fair waters are now filled with corpses, nor can I find any 
channel by which I may pour myself into the sea for I am 219 
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choked with dead, and yet you go on mercilessly slaying. 
T am in despair, therefore, O captain of your host, trouble 
me no further,” 

222 Achilles answered, “ So be it, Scamander, Jove-descended ; 
but I will never cease dealing out death among the Trojans, 
till I have pent them up in their city, and made trial of 
Hector face to face, that I may learn whether he is to 
vanquish me, or I him.” 

227 As he spoke he set upon the Trojans with a fury like 
that of the gods. But the river said to Apollo, ‘“‘ Surely, 
son of Jove, lord of the silver bow, you are not obeying the 
commands of Jove who charged you straitly that you should 
stand by the Trojans and defend them, till twilight fades, 
and darkness is over all the earth.” 

233 Meanwhile Achilles sprang from the bank into mid-stream, 
whereon the river raised a high wave and attacked him. 
He swelled his stream into a torrent, and swept away the 
many dead whom Achilles had slain and left within his 
waters. These hə cast out on to the land, bellowing like a 
bull the while, but the living he saved alive, hiding them 
in his mighty eddies. The great and terrible wave gathered 
about Achilles, falling upon him and beating on his shield, 
so that he could not keep his feet; he caught hold of a 
great elm-tree, but it came up by the roots, and tore away 
the bank, damming the stream with its thick branches and 
bridging it all across; whereby Achilles struggled out of 
the stream, and fled full speed over the plain, for he was 
afraid. 

249 But the mighty god ceased not in his pursuit, and sprang 
upon him with a dark-crested wave, to stay his hands and 
save the Trojans from destruction. The son of Peleus 
darted away a spear’s throw from him ; swift as the swoop 
of a black hunter-eagle which is the strongest and fleetest 
of all birds, even so did he spring forward, and the armour 
rang loudly about his breast. He fled on in front, but the 
river with a loud roar came tearing after. As one who would 

257 water his garden leads a stream from some fountain over 
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his plants, and all his ground—spade in hand he clears away 258 
the dams to free the channels, and the little stones run 
rolling round and round with the water as it goes merrily 
down the bank faster than the man can follow—even so 
did the river keep catching up with Achilles albeit he was 
a fleet runner, for the gods are stronger than men. As 
often as he would strive to stand his ground, and see 
whether or no all the gods in heaven were in league against 
him, so often would the mighty wave come beating down 
upon his shoulders, and he would have to keep flying on and 
on in great dismay; for the angry flood was tiring him out as 
it flowed past him, and ate the ground from under his feet. 
Then the son of Peleus lifted up his voice to heaven say- 272 
ing, “Father Jove, is there none of the gods who will take 
pity upon me, and save me from the river? I do not care 
what may happen to me afterwards. I blame none of the 
other dwellers on Olympus so severely as I do my dear 
mother, who has beguiled and tricked me. She told me I 
was to fall under the walls of Troy by the flying arrows of 
Apollo; would that Hector, the best man among the Trojans, 
might there slay me ; then should I fall a hero by the hand 
of a hero; whereas now it seems that I shall come to a 
most pitiable end, trapped in this river as though I were 
some swineherd’s boy, who gets carried down a torrent 
while trying to cross it during a storm.” 
As soon as he had spoken thus, Neptune and Minerva 284 
came up to him in the likeness of two men, and took him 
by the hand to reassure him. Neptune spoke first. “Son 
of Peleus,” said he, “be not so exceeding fearful; we are 
two gods, come with Jove’s sanction to assist you, I, and 
Pallas Minerva. It is not your fate to perish in this 
river ; he will abate presently as you will see; moreover we 
strongly advise you, if you will be guided by us, not to stay 
your hand from fighting till you have pent the Trojan 
host within the famed walls of Ilius—as many of them as 
may escape. Then kill Hector and go back to the ships, 
for we will vouchsafe you a triumph over him.” 297 


352 SCAMANDER CALLS ON SIMOIS [rump 


298 When they had so said they went back to the other 


immortals, but Achilles strove onward over the plain, 
encouraged by the charge the gods had laid upon him. 


All was now covered with the flood of waters, and much 7 


goodly armour of the youths that had been slain was drift- 
ing about, as also many corpses, but he forced his way 
against the stream, speeding right onwards, nor could the - 
broad waters stay him, for Minerva had endowed him with 
great strength. Nevertheless Scamander did not slacken 
in his pursuit, but was still more furious with the son of 
Peleus. He lifted his waters into a high crest and cried. 
aloud to Simois saying, “ Dear brother, let the two of us 
unite to stay this man, or he will sack the mighty city of 
King Priam, and the Trojans will not hold out against him. 
Help me at once; fill your streams with water from their 
sources, rouse all your torrents to a fury ; raise your wave 
on high, and let snags and stones come thundering down 
you that we may make an end of this savage creature who 
is now Jording it as though he were a god. Nothing shall 
serve him longer, not strength nor comeliness, nor his fine 
armour, which forsooth shall soon be lying low in the deep 
waters covered over with mud. I will wrap him in sand, 
and pour tons of shingle round him, so that the Achzans 
shall not know how to gather his hones for the silt in 
which I shall have hidden him, and when they celebrate 
his funeral they need build no barrow.” 

324 On this he upraised his tumultuous flood high against 
Achilles, seething as it was with foam and blood and the 
bodies of the dead. The dark waters of the river stood 
upright and would have overwhelmed the son of Peleus, 
but Juno, trembling lest Achilles should be swept away in 
the mighty torrent, lifted her voice on high and called out 
to Vulcan her son. “Crook-foot,” she cried, “my child, 
be up and doing, for I deem it is with you that Xanthus is 
fain to fight; help us at once, kindle a fierce fire; I will 
then bring up the west and the white south wind in a 

335 mighty hurricane from the sea, that shall bear the flames 


BK, xx1.] VULCAN SCALDS SCAMANDER 353 


against the heads and armour of the Trojans and consume 336 
them, while you go along the banks of Xanthus burning 
his trees and wrapping him round with fire. Let him not 
turn you back neither by fair words nor fou), and slacken 
not till I shout and tell you. Then you may stay your 
flames.” 

On this Vulcan kindled a fierce fire, which broke out 342 
first upon the plain and burned: the many dead whom 
Achilles had killed and whose bodies were lying about in 
great numbers ; by this means the plain was dried and the 
flood: stayed. As the north wind, blowing on an orchard 
that has been sodden with autumn ram, soon dries it, and 
the heart of the owner is glad—even so the whole plain 
was dried and the dead bodies were consumed. Then he 
turned tongues of fire on to the river. He burned the 
elms the willows and the tamarisks, the lotus also, with 
the rushes and marshy herbage that grew abundantly by 
the banks of the river. The eels and fishes that go dart- 
ing about everywhere in the water, these, too, were sorely 
harassed by the flames that cunning Vulcan had kindled, 
and the river himself was scalded, so that he spoke saying, 
‘Vulcan, there is no god can hold his own against you. I 
cannot fight you when you flare out your flames in this 
way; strive with me no longer. Let Achilles drive the 
Trojans out of their city immediately. What have I to 
do with quarrelling and helping people?” 

He was boiling as he spoke, and all his waters were 361 
seething. As a cauldron upon a large fire boils when it 
is melting the lard of some fatted hog, and the lard keeps 
bubbling up all over when the dry faggots blaze under it— 
even so were the goodly waters of Xanthus heated with the 
fire till they were boiling. He could flow no longer but 
stayed his stream, so afflicted was he by the blasts of fire 
which cunning Vulcan had raised. Then he prayed to 
Juno and besought her saying, “Juno, why should your 
son vex my stream with such especial fury? Iam not so 
much to blame as all the others are who have been helping 370 
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371 the Trojans. I will leave off, since you so desire it, and 
let your son leave off also. Furthermore I swear that 
never again will I do anything to save the Trojans from 
destruction, not even when all Troy is burning in the 
flames which the Achzans will kindle.” 

377 As soon as Juno heard this she said to her son Vulcan, 
“Son Vulcan, hold now your flames ; we ought not to use 
such violence against a god for the sake of mortals.” 

381 When she had thus spoken Vulcan quenched his flames, 
and the river went back once more into his own fair bed. 

383 Xanthus was now beaten, so these two left off fighting, 
for Juno stayed them though she was still angry; but a 
furious quarrel broke out among the other gods, for they 
were of divided counsels. They fell on one another with a 
mighty uproar—earth groaned, and the spacious firmament 
rang out as with a blare of trumpets. Jove heard as he 
was sitting on Olympus, and laughed for joy when he saw 
the gods coming to blows among themselves. They were 
not long about beginning, and Mars piercer of shields 
opened the battle. Sword in hand he sprang at once upon 
Minerva and reviled her. ‘‘ Why, vixen,” said he, ‘have 
you again set the gods by the ears in the pride and 
haughtiness of your heart? Have you forgotten how you 
set Diomed son of Tydeus on to wound me, and yourself 
took visible spear and drove it into me to the hurt of my 
fair body? You shall now suffer for what you then did 
to me.” 

400 As he spoke he struck her on the terrible tasselled ægis 
—so terrible that not even can Jove’s lightning pierce it. 
Here did murderous Mars strike her with his great spear. 
She drew back and with her strong hand seized a stone 
that was lying on the plain—great and rugged and black 
—which men of old had set for the boundary of a field. 
With this she struck Mars on the neck, and brought him 
down. Nine roods did he cover in his fall, and his hair 
was all soiled in the dust, while his armour rang rattling 

408 round him. But Minerva laughed and vaunted over him 
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saying, “Idiot, have you not learned how far stronger I am 410 
than you, but you must still match yourself against me ? 
Thus do your mother’s curses now roost upon you, for 
she is angry and would do you mischief because you have 
deserted the Achzans and are helping the Trojans.” 

She then turned her two piercing eyes elsewhere, whereon 415 
Jove’s daughter Venus took Mars by the hand and led him 
away, groaning all the time, for it was only with great 
difficulty that he had come to himself again. When 
Queen Juno saw her, she said to Minerva, “ Look, daughter 
of sgis-bearing Jove, unweariable, that vixen Venus is 
again taking Mars through the crowd out of the battle ; 
go after her at once.” 

Thus she spoke. Minerva sped after Venus with a will, 424 
and made at her, striking her on the bosom with her strong 
hand so that she fell fainting to the ground, and there they 
both lay stretched at full length. Then Minerva vaunted 
over her saying, “May all who help the Trojans against 
the Argives prove just as redoubtable and stalwart as 
Venus did when she came across me while she was helping 
Mars. Had this been so, we should long since have ended 
the war by sacking the strong city of Ilius.” 

Juno smiled as she listened. Meanwhile King Neptune 434 
turned to Apollo saying, ‘‘ Phoebus, why should we keep 
each other at arm’s length? It is not well, now that the 
others have begun fighting; it will be disgraceful to us if 
we return to Jove’s bronze-floored mansion on Olympus 
without having fought each other; therefore come on, you 
are the younger of the two, and I ought not to attack you, 
for I am older and have had more experience. Idiot, you 
have no sense, and forget how we two alone of all the gods 
fared hardly round about Ilius when we came from Jove’s 
house and worked for Laomedon a whole year at a stated 
wage and he gave us his orders. I built the Trojans the 
wall about their city, go wide and fair that it might be 
impregnable, while you, Phcebus, herded cattle for him in 
the dales of many-valleyed Ida. When, however, the glad 449 
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450 hours brought round the time of payment, mighty Laome- 
don robbed us of all our hire and sent us off with nothing 
but abuse. He threatened to bind us hand and foot and 
sell us over into some distant island. He tried, moreover, 
to cut off the ears of both of us, so we went away in a rage, 
furious about the payment he had promised us, and yet 
withheld ; in spite of all this, yon are now showing favour 
to his people, and will not join us in compassing the utter 
ruin of the proud Trojans with their wives and children.” ` 

462 And King Apollo answered, “ Lord of the earthquake, 
you would have no respect for me if I were to fight yon 
about a pack of miserable mortals, who come out like leaves 
in summer and eat the fruit of the field, and presently fall 
lifeless to the ground. Let us stay this fighting at once 
and let them settle it among themselves.” 

468 He turned away as he spoke, for he would lay no hand 
on the brother of his own father. But his sister the 
huntress Diana, patroness of wild beasts, was very angry 
with him and said, ‘So you would fly, Far-Darter, and 
hand victory over to Neptune with a cheap vaunt to boot. 
Baby, why keep your bow thus idle? Never let me again 
hear you bragging in my father’s house, as you often have 
done in the presence of the immortals, that you would 
stand up and fight with Neptune.” 

478 Apollo made her no answer, but Jove’s august queen was 
angry and upbraided her bitterly. ‘ Bold vixen,” she cried, 
“how dare you cross me thus? For all your bow you will 
find it hard to hold your own against me. Jove made you 
as a lion among women, and lets you kill them whenever 
you choose. You will find it better to chase wild beasts 
and deer upon the mountains than to fight those who are 
stronger than you are. If you would try war, do so, and 
find out by pitting yourself against me, how far stronger 
I am than you are,” 

489 She caught both Diana’s wrists with her left hand as 
she spoke, and with her right she took the bow from her 
shoulders, and laughed as she beat her with it about the 
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ears while Diana wriggled and writhed under her blows. 492 
Her swift arrows were shed upon the ground, and sbe fied 
weeping from under Juno’s hand as a dove that flies before 

a falcon to the cleft of some hollow rock, when it is her 
good fortune to escape. Even so did she fly weeping away, 
leaving her how and arrows behind her. 

Then the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, said to 497 
Leto, ‘‘ Leto, I shall not fight you; it is ill to come to 
blows with any of Jove’s wives. Therefore boast as you 
will among the immortals that you worsted me in fair fight.” 

Leto then gathered up Diana’s bow and arrows that had 502 

fallen about amid the whirling dust, and when she had got 
them she made all haste after her daughter. Diana had 
now reached Jove’s bronze-floored mansion on Olympus, 
and sat herself down with many tears on the knees of her 
father, while her ambrosial raiment was quivering all about 
her. The son of Saturn drew her towards him, and laugh- 
ing pleasantly. the while began to question her saying, 
“ Which of the heavenly beings, my dear child, has been 
treating you in this cruel manner, as though you had been 
misconducting yourself in the face of everybody ?” and the 
fair-crowned goddess of the chase answered, ‘‘ lt was your 
wife Juno, father, who has been beating me; it is always 
her doing when there is any quarrelling among the 
immortals.” 

Thus did they converse, and meanwhile Phoebus Apollo 514 
entered the strong city of Tlius, for he was uneasy lest the 
wall should not hold out and the Danaans should take the 
city then and there, before its hour had come; but the 
rest of the ever-living gods went back, some angry and 
some triumphant to Olympus, where they took their seats 
beside Jove lord of the storm-cloud, while Achilles still 
kept on dealing out death alike on the Trojans and on 
their horses. As when the smoke from some burning city 
ascends to heaven when the anger of the gods has kindled 
it—there is then toil for all, and sorrow for not a few— 
even so did Achilles bring toil and sorrow on the Trojans. 525 
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526 Old King Priam stood on a high tower of the wall look- 
ing down on huge Achilles as the Trojans fled panic- 
stricken before him, and there was none to help them. 
Presently he came down from off the tower and with many 
a groan went along the wall to give orders to the brave 
warders of the gate. “Keep the gates,” said he, “wide 

open till the people come flying into the city, for Achilles 

is hard by and is driving them in rout before him. I see 
we are in great peril. As soon as our people are inside 
and in safety, close the strong gates for I fear lest that 
terrible man should come bounding inside along with the 
others.” 

537 As he spoke they drew back the bolts and opened the 
gates, and when these were opened there was a haven of 
refuge for the Trojans. Apollo then came full speed out 
of the city to meet them and protect them. Right for the 
city and the high wall, parched with thirst and grimy with 
dust, still they fled on, with Achilles wielding his spear 
furiously behind them. or he was as one possessed, and 
was thirsting after glory. 

544 Then had the sons of the Achzans taken the lofty gates 
of Troy if Apollo had not spurred on Agenor, valiant and 
noble son to Antenor. He put courage into his heart, and 
stood by his side to guard him, leaning against a beech 
tree and shrouded in thick darkness. When Agenor saw 
Achilles he stood still and his heart was clouded with care. 
‘* Alas,” said he to himself in his dismay, “if I fly before 
mighty Achilles, and go where all the others are being 
driven in rout, he will none the less catch me and kill me 
for a coward. How would it be were I to let Achilles 
- drive the others before him, and then fly from the wall to 

558 the plain that is behind Ilius till J reach the spurs of Ida! 


l To get on to anything that can be properly called spnrs of Ida 
he would have to go between thirty and forty miles as the crow 
flies. Throughout the Iliad Homer appears to represent Mt. Ida 
as much nearer Troy, and as a much more important feature in 
relation to it, than it really is. 
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and can hide in the underwood that is thereon? I could 559 
then wash the sweat from off me in the river and in the 
evening return to Ilius. But why commune with myself 
in this way? Like enough he would see me as I am 
hurrying from the city over the plain, and would speed 
after me till he had caught me—TI should stand no chance 
against him, for he is mightiest of all mankind. What, 
then, if I go out and meet him in front of the city? His 
flesh too, I take it, can be pierced by pointed bronze. Life 
is the same in one and all, and men say that he is but 
mortal despite the triumph that Jove son of Saturn vouch- 
safes him.” ; 

So saying he stood on his guard and awaited Achilles, 571 
for he was now fain to fight him. As a leopardess that 
bounds from out a thick covert to attack a hunter—she 
knows no fear and is not dismayed by the baying of the 
hounds; even though the man be too quick for her and 
wound her either with thrust or spear, still, though the 
spear has pierced her she will not give in till she has 
either caught him in her grip or been killed outright— 
even so did noble Agenor son of Antenor refuse to fly till 
he had made trial of Achilles, and took aim at him with 
his spear, holding his round shield before him and crying 
with a loud voice. ‘Of a truth,” said he, “noble Achilles, 
you deem that you shall this day sack the city of the proud 
Trojans. Fool, there will be trouble enough yet before it, 
for there is many a brave man of us still inside who will 
stand in front of our dear parents with our wives and 
children, to defend Ilius. Here therefore, huge and mighty 
warrior though you be, here shall you die.” 

As he spoke his strong hand hurled his javelin from 590 
him, and the spear struck Achilles on the leg beneath the 
knee; the greave of newly wrought tin rang loudly, but 
the spear recoiled from the body of him whom it had 
struck, and did not pierce it, for the god’s gift stayed it. 
Achilles in his turn attacked noble Agenor, but Apollo 
would not vouchsafe him glory, for he snatched Agenor 596 
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597 away and hid him in a thick mist, sending him out of 
the battle unmolested. Then he craftily drew the son of 
Peleus away from going after the host, for be put on the 
semblance of Agenor and stood in front of Achilles, who 
ran towards him to give him chase and pursued him over 
the corn lands of the plain, turning him towards the deep 
waters of the river Scamander. Apollo ran but a little 
way before him and beguiled Achilles by making him 
think all the time that he was on the point of overtaking 
him. Meanwhile the rabble of routed Trojans was thank- 
ful to crowd within the city till their numbers thronged 
it; no longer did they dare wait for one another outside 
the city walls, to learn who had escaped and who were 
fallen in fight, but all whose feet and knees could still 

611 carry them poured pell-mell into the town. 


BOOK XXII 
The death of Hector. 


Tuus the Trojans in the city, scared like fawns, wiped 
the sweat from off them and drank to quench their thirst, 
leaning against the goodly battlements, while the Achzans 
with their shields laid upon their shoulders drew close up 
to the walls. But stern fate bade Hector stay where he 
was before Ilius and the Sczan gates. Then Phcebus Apollo 
spoke to the son of Peleus saying, ‘‘ Why, son of Peleus, do 
you, who are but man, give chase to me who am immortal ! 
Have you not yet found out that it is a god whom you 
pursue so furiously? You did not harass the Trojans 
whom you had routed, and now they are within their walls, 
while you have been decoyed hither away from them. Me 
you cannot kill, for death can take no hold upon me.” 

Achilles was greatly angered and said, ‘You have 14 
baulked me, Far-Darter, most malicious of all gods, and 
have drawn me away from the wall, where many another 
man would have bitten the dust ere he got within Ilius ; 
you have robbed me of great glory and have saved the 
Trojans at no risk to yourself, for you have nothing to 
fear, but I would indeed have my revenge if it were in my 
power to do so.” 

On this, with fell intent he made towards the city, and 21 
as the winning horse in a chariot race strains every nerve 
when he is flying over the plain, even so fast and furiously 
did the limbs of Achilles bear him onwards. King Priam 
was first to note him as he scoured the plain, all radiant 
as the star which men call Orion’s Hound, and whose 


beams blaze forth in time of harvest more brilliantly than 30 
361 
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30 those of any other that shines by night ; brightest of them 
all though he be, he yet bodes ill for mortals, for he brings 
fire and fever in his train—even so did Achilles’ armour 
gleam on his breast as he sped onwards. Priam raised 
a cry and beat his head with his hands as he lifted them 
up and shouted out to his dear son, imploring him to 
return ; but Hector still stayed before the gates, for his 
heart was set upon doing battle with Achilles. The old 
man reached out his arms towards him and bade him for 
pity’s sake come within the walls. “Hector,” he cried, 
‘my son, stay not to face this man alone and unsupported, 
or you will meet death at the hands of the son of Peleus, 
for he is mightier than you. Monster that he is; would 
indeed that the gods loved him no better than I do, for 
so, dogs and vultures would soon devour him as he lay 
stretched on earth, and a load of grief would be lifted 
from my heart, for many a brave son has he reft from 
me, either by killing them or selling them away in the 
islands that are beyond the sea: even now I miss two 
sons from among the Trojans who have thronged within 
the city, Lycaon and Polydorus, whom Laothoé peeress 
among women bore me. Should they be still alive and 
in the hands of the Achzans, we will ransom them with 
gold and bronze, of which we have store, for the old man 
Altes endowed his daughter richly ; but if they are already 
dead and in the house of Hades, sorrow will it be to us 
two who were their parents; albeit the grief of others will 
be more short-lived unless you too perish at the hands of 
Achilles. Come, then, my son, within the city, to be the 
guardian of Trojan men and Trojan women, or you will 
both lose your own life and afford a mighty triumph to 
the son of Peleus. Have pity also on your unhappy father 
while life yet remains to him—-on me, whom the son of 
Saturn will destroy by a terrible doom on the threshold 
of old age, after I have seen my sons slain and my 
daughters haled away as captives, my bridal chambers 

64 pillaged, little children dashed to earth amid the rage of 
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battle, and my sons’ wives dragged away by the cruel 65 
hands of the Achwans; in the end fierce hounds will 
tear me in pieces at my own gates after some one has 
beaten the life out of my body with sword or spear— 
hounds that I myself reared and fed at my own table 
to guard my gates, but who will yet lap my blood and 
then lie all distraught at my doors. When a young man 
falls by the sword in hattle, he may lie where he is and 
there is nothing unseemly; let what will be seen, all is 
honourable in death, but when an old man is slain there 
is nothing in this world more pitiable than that dogs 
should defile his grey hair and beard and all that men 
hide for shame,” 

The old man tore his grey hair as he spoke, but he moved 77 
not the heart of Hector. His mother hard by wept and 
moaned aloud as she bared her bosom and pointed to the 
breast which had suckled him. ‘“‘ Hector,” she cried, weep- 
ing bitterly the while, ‘‘ Hector, my son, spurn not this 
breast, but have pity upon me too: if I have ever given 
you comfort from my own bosom, think on it now, dear 
son, and come within the wall to protect us from this man; 
stand not without to meet him. Should the wretch kill 
you, neither I nor your richly dowered wife shall ever 
weep, dear offshoot of myself, over the bed on which you 
lie, for dogs will devour you at the ships of the Achzans.” 

Thus did the two with many tears implore their son, 
but they moved not the heart of Hector, and he stood his 
ground awaiting huge Achilles as he drew nearer towards 
him. As a serpent in its den upon the mountains, full 
fed with deadly poisons, waits for the approach of man— 
he is filled with fury and his eyes glare terribly as he goes 
writhing round his den—even so Hector leaned his shield 
against a tower that jutted out from the wall and stood 
where he was, undaunted. 

* Alas,” said he to himself in the heaviness of his heart, 99 
“af I go within the gates, Polydamas will he the first 
to heap reproach upon me, for it was he that urged me 
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101 to lead the Trojans back to the city on that awful night 
when Achilles again came forth against us. I would not 
listen, but it would have been indeed better if, I had done 
so. Now that my folly has destroyed the host, I dare not 
look Trojan men and Trojan women in the face, lest a 
worse man should say, ‘Hector has ruined us by his self- 
confidence.’ Surely it would be better for me to return 
after having fought Achilles and slain him, or to die 
gloriously here before the city. What, again, if I were 
to lay down my shield and helmet, lean my spear against 
the wall and go straight up to noble Achilles? What if I 
were to promise to give up Helen, who was the fountain- 
head of all this war, and all the treasure that Alexandrus 
brought with him in his ships to Troy,'aye, and to let the 
Achæans divide the half of everything that the city con- 
tains among themselves? I might make the Trojans, by 
the mouths òf their princes, take a solemn oath that they 
would hide nothing, but would divide into two shares all 
that is :within the city—but why argue with myself in 
this way? Were I to go up to him ‘he would show me 
no kind of mercy; he would kill me then and there as 
easily as though I were a woman, when I had put off my 
armour. There is no parleying with him from some rock 
or oak tree as young men and maidens prattle with one 
another. Better fight him at once, and learn to which 
of us Jove will vouchsafe victory.” 

131 Thus did bhe stand and ponder, but Achilles came up to 
him as it were Mars himself, plumed lord of battle. From 
his right shoulder he brandished his terrible spear of 
Pelian ash, and the bronze gleamed around him like 
flashing fire or the rays of the rising sun. Fear fell upon 
Hector as he beheld him, and he dared not stay longer 
where he was, but fled in dismay from before the gates, 
while Achilles darted after him at his utmost speed. As 
a mountain falcon, swiftest of all birds, swoops down upon 
some cowering dove—the dove flies before him but the 

141 falcon with a shrill scream follows close after, resolved to 
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was the man that fled, but better far was he that followed 158 


1 No such springs exist either at Hissarlik or at Bundrbashi. I 
visited this last-named place on two successive days and also 
made the fullest inquiries from Mr. Calvert of Thymbra (who 
resides not more than three miles from Bunárbashi), as also from 
Mr. Frank Calvert of the Dardanelles, and was assured by both 
of them that the many springs I saw at Bunárbashi are all of 
uniform temperature and very cold. 

Having heard of the existence of a warm and cold spring on 
Mt, Ida from the Messrs. Calvert, to whom I can never sufficiently 
express my indebtedness for great kindness shown me, I rode 
across the Troad to see them, and about one third of the way up 
Mt. Ida was shown what has been erroneously described as ‘the 
warm spring,” but which is in reality two strong springs about a 
yard apart, one much warmer than the other. They have a great 
reputation in the neighbourhood, but have now heen made ta 
flow into a single walled basin, so that they mix immediately. I 
found the water in one corner of the basin (if so it can be called) 
very considerably warmer than that in the other. I think that 
Homer must have known these springs, been impressed by them, 
and transplanted them to Troy, as part and parcel of the undue 
prominence which he gives to Ida throughout his poem. 

As for the running three times round the city, the whole account 
is so impossible as to border on the absurd if not to reach it. I 
believe that Homer, here, as in many another passage, is fooling an 
audience whom he despises, and at whom he is covertly laughing. 


= PR OTE YA FATTNTT T AKTINTNG OF HECTOR [ILIAD 
ADDENDUM 


Supplement the following note on line 1 of page 364 :— 


Mr. Myers renders thus: “On tbis awful night when 
Achilles again arose,” which is the only grammatical trans- 
lation. But the use of the aorist ‘arose ” instead of the 
present or perfect “is rising,” or “has risen,” is per- 
plexing; and surely the preceding evening, and not the 
one present to Hector at the moment, must be intended 
or it was on the preceding evening both that Achilles 

arose” and Polydamas advised retreat. See Il. xviii 
202-265 both for the “ arising * of Achilles and the counsel 
of Eon On the whole I conclnde that Homer has 
made a slip in his gram i “this” 
eee nee grammar, and written “this” when he 
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Achæans divide the half of everything that the city con- 
tains among themselves? I might make the Trojans, by 
the mouths of tbeir princes, take a solemn oath that they 
would hide nothing, but would divide into two shares all 
that is within the city—but why argue with myself in 
this way? Were I to go up to him ‘he would show me 
no kind of mercy; he would kill me then and there as 
easily as though I were a woman, when I had put off my 
armour. There is no parleying with him from some rock 
or oak tree as young men and maidens prattle with one 
another. Better fight him at once, and learn to which 
of us Jove will vouchsafe victory.” 

131 Thus did he stand and ponder, but Achilles came up to 
him as it were Mars himself, plumed lord of battle. From 
his right shoulder he brandished his terrible spear of 
Pelian ash, aud the bronze gleamed around him like 
flashing fire or the rays of the rising sun. Fear fell upon 
Hector as he beheld him, and he dared not stay longer 
where he was, but fled in dismay from before the gates, 
while Achilles darted after him at his utmost speed. As 
a mountain falcon, swiftest of all birds, swoops down upon 
some cowering dove—the dove flies before him but the 

141 falcon with a shrill scream follows close after, resolved to 
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have her—even so did Achilles make straight for Hector 
with all his might, while Hector fled under the Trojan 
wall as fast as his limbs could take him. 

On they flew along the waggon-road that ran hard by 145 
under the wall, past the look-out station, and past the 
weather-beaten wild fig-tree, till they came to two fair 
springs which feed the river Scamander. One of these 
two springs is warm, and steam rises from it as smoke 
from a burning fire, but the other even in summer is as 
cold as hail or snow, or the ice that forms on water.l ` 
Here, hard by the springs, are the goodly washing-troughs 
of stone, where in the time of peace before the coming of 
the Acbæans the wives and fair daughters of the Trojans 
used to wash their clothes. Past these did they fly, the 
one in front and the other giving chase behind him: good 
was the man that fled, but better far was he that followed 158 


1 No such springs exist either at Hissarlik or at Bundrbashi. I 
visited this last-named place on two successive days and also 
made the fullest inquiries from Mr. Calvert of Thymbra (who 
resides not more than three miles from Bundrbashi), as also from 
Mr. Frank Calvert of the Dardanelles, and was assured by both 
of them that the many springs J saw at Bundrbashi are all of 
uniform temperature and very cold. 

Having heard of the existence of a warm and cold spring on 
Mt, Ida from the Messrs. Calvert, to whom I can never sufliciently 
express my indebtedness for great kindness shown me, I rode 
across the Troad to see them, and about one third of the way up 
Mt. Ida was shown what has been erroneously described as “the 
warm spring,” but which is in reality two strong springs about a 
yard apart, one much warmer than the other, They have a great 
reputation in the neighbourhood, but have now been made to 
flow into a single walled basin, so that they mix immediately. 1 
found the water in one corner of the basin (if so it can be called) 
very considerably warmer than that in the other. I think that 
Homer must have known these springs, been impressed by them, 
and transplanted them to Troy, as part and parcel of the undue 
prominence which he gives to Ida throughout his poem, 

As for the running three times round the city, the whole account 
is so impossible as to border on the absurd if not to reach it. I 
helieve that Homer, here, as in many another passage, is fooling an 
audience whom he despises, and at whom he is covertly laughing. 
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159 after, and swiftly indeed did they run, for the prize was 
no mere beast for sacrifice or bullock’s hide, as it might 
be for a common foot-race, but they ran for the life of 
Hector. As horses in a chariot race speed round the 
turning-posts when they are running for some great prize 
—a tripod or woman—at the games in honour of some 
dead hero, so did these two run full speed three times 
round the city of Priam. All the gods watched them, and 
the sire of gods and men was the first to speak. 

168 “Alas,” said he, “my eyes behold a man who is dear 
to me being pursued round the walls of Troy; my heart 
is full of pity for Hector, who has burned the thigh-bones 
of many a heifer in my honour, at one while on the crests 
of many-valleyed Ida, and again on the citadel of Troy; 
and now I see noble Achilles in full pursuit of him round 
the city of Priam. What say you? Consider among your- 
selves and decide whether we shall now save him or 
let him fall, valiant though he be, before Achilles, son 
of Peleus.” 

177. Then Minerva said, “ Father, wielder of the lightning, 
lord of cloud and storm, what mean you? Would you 
pluck this mortal whose doom has long been decreed 
out of the jaws of death? Do As you will, but we others 
shall not be of a mind with you.” 

And Jove answered, “ My child, Trito-born, take eae 
I did not speak in full earnest, and I will let you have your 
way. Do without let or hindrance as you are minded.” 

186 Thus did he urge Minerva who was already eager, and 

_ down she darted from the topmost summits of Olympus. 

188 Achilles was still in full pursuit of Hector, as a hound 
chasing a fawn which he has started from its covert on the 
mountains, and hunts through glade and thicket. The 
fawn may try to elude him by crouching under cover of a 
bush, but he will scent her out and follow her up until he 
gets her—even so there was no escape for Hector from 
the fleet son of Peleus. Whenever he made a set to get 

185 near the Dardanian gates and under the walls, that his 
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people might help him by showering down weapons from 196 
above, Achilles would gain on him and head him back 
towards the plain, keeping himself always on the city 
side, As a man in a dream who fails to lay hands upon 
another whom he is pursuing—the one cannot escape nor 
the other overtake—even so neither could Achilles come 
up with Hector, nor Hector break away from Achilles; 
nevertheless he might even yet have escaped death had 
not the time come when Apollo, who thus far had sustained 
his strength and nerved his running, was now no longer 
to stay by him. Achilles made signs to the Achzan host, 
and shook his head to show that no man was to aim a dart 
at Hector, lest another might win the glory of having hit 
him and he might himself come in second. Then, at last, 
as they were nearing the fountains for the fourth time, the 
father of all balanced his golden scales and placed a doom 
in each of them, one for Achilles and the other for Hector. 
As he held the scales by the middle, the doom of Hector 
fell down deep into the house of Hades—and then Pheebus 
Apollo left him. Thereon Minerva went close up to the 
son of Peleus and said, ‘“‘ Noble Achilles, favoured of heaven, 
we two shall surely take back to the ships a triumph for 
the Achzans by slaying Hector, for all his lust of battle. 
Do what Apollo may as he lies grovelling before his father, 
ægis-bearing Jove, Hector cannot escape us longer. Stay 
here and take breath, while I go up to him and persuade 
him to make a stand and fight you.” | 

Thus spoke Minerva. Achilles obeyed her gladly, and 224 
stood still, leaning on his bronze-pointed ashen spear, while 
Minerva left him and went after Hector in the form and 
with the voice of Deiphobus. She came close up to him 
and said, “Dear brother, I see you are hard pressed by 
Achilles who is chasing you at full speed round the city 
of Priam, let us await his onset and stand on our 
defence.” 

And Hector answered, ‘‘ Deiphobus, you have always 232 
been dearest to me of all my brothers, children of Hecuba 
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235 and Priam, but henceforth I shall rate you yet more highly, 
inasmuch as you have ventured outside the wall for my 
sake when all the others remain inside.” 

238 Then Minerva said, ‘‘ Dear brother, my father and 
mother went down on their knees and implored me, as 
did all my comrades, to remain inside, so great a fear 
has fallen upon them all; but I was in an agony of grief 
when I beheld you; now, therefore, let us two make a 
stand and fight, and let there be no keeping our spears 
in reserve, that we may learn whether Achilles shall kill 
us and bear off our spoils to the ships, or whether he shall 
fall before you.” 

247 Thus did Minerva inveigle him by her cunning, and when 
the two were now close to one another great Hector was 
first to speak. ‘TI will no longer fly you, son of Peleus,” 
said he, ‘as I have been doing hitherto. Three times 
have I fled round the mighty city of Priam, without daring 
to withstand you, but now, let me either slay or be slain, 
for I am in the mind to face you. Let us, then, give 
pledges to one another by our gods, who are the fittest 
witnesses and guardians of all covenants; let it be agreed 
between us that if Jove vouchsafes me the longer stay 
and I take your life, I am not to treat your dead body 
in any unseemly fashion, but when I have stripped you 
of your armour, I am to give up your body to the Achzans. 
And do you likewise.” 

260 Achilles glared at him and answered, “Fool, prate not 
to me about covenants. There can be no covenants be- 
tween men and lions; wolves and lambs can never be of 
one mind, but hate each other out and out all through. 
Therefore there can be no understanding between you and 
me, nor may there be any covenants between us, till one 
or other shall fall and glut grim Mars with his life’s blood. 
Put forth all your strength ; you have need now to prove 
yourself indeed a bold soldier and man of war. You have 
no more chance, and Pallas Minerva will forthwith vanquish 

271 you by my spear : you shall now pay me in full for the grief 
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you have caused me on account of my comrades whom you 
have killed in battle.” 

He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it. Hector 273 
saw it coming and avoided it; he watched it and crouched 
down so that it flew over his head and stuck in the ground 
beyond ; Minerva then snatched it up and gave it back to 
Achilles without Hector’s seeing her; Hector thereon said 
to the son of Peleus, ‘‘ You have missed your aim, Achilles, 
peer of the gods, and Jove has not yet revealed to you the 
hour of my doom, though you made sure that he had done 
so. You were a false-tongued lar when you deemed that 
I should forget my valour and quail before you. You shall 
not drive your spear into the back of a runaway—drive it, 
should heaven so grant you power, drive it into me as I 
make straight towards you; and now for your own part 
avoid my spear if you can—would that you might receive 
the whole of it into your body; if you were once dead the 
Trojans would find the war an easier matter, for it is you 
who have harmed them most.” 

He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it. His aim 289 
was true for he hit the middle of Achilles’ shield, but the 
spear rebounded from it, and did not pierce it. Hector 
was angry when he saw that the weapon had sped from 
his hand in vain, and stood there in dismay for he had no 
second spear. With a loud cry he called Deiphobus and 
asked him for one, but there was no man; then he saw 
the truth and said to himself, “Alas! the gods have 
lured me on to my destruction. J deemed that the hero- 
Deiphobus was by my side, but he is within the wall, and 
Minerva has inveigled me; death is now indeed exceed- 
ingly near at hand and there is no way out of it—for so 
Jove and his son Apollo the far-darter have willed it, though 
heretofore they have been ever ready to protect me. My 
doom has come upon me; let me not then die ingloriously 
and without a struggle, but let me first do some great 
thing that shall be told among men hereafter.” 

As he spoke he drew the keen blade that ae so great 306 

N A 
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307 and strong by his side, and gathering himself together 
he sprang on Achilles like a soaring eagle which swoops 
down from the clouds on to some lamb or timid hare— 
even so did Hector brandish his sword and spring upon 
Achilles. Achilles mad with rage darted towards him, 
with his wondrous shield before his breast, and his gleam- 
ing helmet, made with four layers of metal, nodding fiercely 
forward. The thick tresses of gold with which Vulcan had 
crested the helmet floated round it, and as the evening 
star that shines brighter than all others through the still- 
ness of night, even such was the gleam of the spear which 
Achilles poised in his right hand, fraught with the death 
of noble Hector. He eyed his fair flesh over and over to 
see where he could best wound it, but all was protected by 
the goodly armour of which Hector had spoiled Patroclus 
after he had slain him, save only the throat where the 
collar-bones divide the neck from the shoulders, and this 
is a most deadly place: here then did Achilles strike him 
as he was coming on towards him, and the point of his 
spear went right through the fleshy part of the neck, but 
it did not sever his windpipe so that he could still speak. 
Hector fell headlong, and Achilles vaunted over him say- 
ing, “ Hector, you deemed that you should come off scathe- 
less when you were spoiling Patroclus, and recked not of 
myself who was not with him. Fool that you were: for 
I, his comrade, mightier far than he, was still left behind 
him at the ships, and now I have laid you low. The 
Acheans shall give him all due funeral rites, while dogs 
aud vultures shall work their will upon yourself.” 

388 Then Hector said, as the life ebbed out of him, “I pray 
you by your life and knees, and by your parents, let not 
dogs devour me at the ships of the Achæans, but accept 
the rich treasure of gold and bronze which my father and 
mother will offer you, and send my body home, that the 
Trojans and their wives may give me my dues of fire when 
I am dead.” 

344 Achilles glared at him and answered, “Dog, talk not 
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to me neither of knees nor parents ; would that I could be 345 
as sure of being able to cut your flesh into pieces and eat 

it raw, for the ill you have done me, as I am that nothing 
shall save you from the dogs—it shall not be, though they 
bring ten or twenty-fold ransom and weigh it out for me 

on the spot, with promise of yet more hereafter. Though 
Priam son of Dardanus should bid them offer me your 
weight in gold, even so your mother shall never lay you 
out and make lament over the son she bore, but dogs and 

` vultures shall eat you utterly up.” 

Hector with his dying breath then said, “I know you 355 
what you are, and was sure that I should not move you, 
for your heart is hard as iron ; look to it that I bring not 
heaven’s anger upon you on the day when Paris and 
Pheebus Apollo, valiant though you be, shall slay you at 
the Scæan gates.” 

When he had thus said the shrouds of death enfolded 361 
him, whereon his soul went out of him and flew down to 
the house of Hades, lamenting its sad fate that it should 
enjoy youth and strength no longer. But Achilles said, 
speaking to the dead body, “Die; for my part I will 
accept my fate whensoever Jove and the other gods see 
fit to send it.” 

As he spoke he drew his spear from the body and set it 367 
on one side; then he stripped the blood-stained armour 
from Hector’s shoulders while the other Achxans came 
running up to view his wondrous strength and beauty ; 
and no one came near him without giving him a fresh 
wound. Then would one turn to his neighbour and say, 
“Tt is easier to handle Hector now than when he was fling- 
ing fire on to our ships ”—and as he spoke he would thrust 
his spear into him anew. _ 

When Achilles had done spoiling Hector of his armour, 376 
he stood among the Argives and said, “‘ My friends, 
princes and counsellors of the Argives, now that heaven 
has vouchsafed us to overcome this man, who has done 
us more hurt than all the others together, consider whether 380 
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381 we should not attack the city in force, and discover in 
what mind the Trojans may he. We should thus learn 
whether they will desert their city now that Hector has 
fallen, or will still hold out even though he is no longer 
living. But why argue with myself in this way, while 
Patroclus is still lying at the ships unburied, and un- 
mourned——he whom I can never forget so long as I am 
alive and my strength fails not? Though men forget 
their dead when once they are within the house of Hades, 
yet not even there will I forget the comrade whom I have 
lost. Now, therefore, Achwan youths, let us raise the song 
of victory and go back to the ships taking this man along 
with us; for we have achieved a mighty triumph and 
have slain noble Hector to whom the Trojans prayed 
throughout their city as though he were a god.” 

395 On this he treated the body of Hector with contumely : 
he pierced the sinews at the back of hoth his feet from 
heel to ancle and passed thongs of ox-hide through the 
slits he had made: thus he made the body fast to his 
chariot, letting the head trail upon the ground. Then 
when he had put the goodly armour on the chariot and 
had himself mounted, he lashed his horses on and they 
flew forward nothing loth. The dust rose from Hector 
as he was being dragged along, his dark hair flew all 
abroad, and his head once so comely was laid low on earth, 
for Jove had now delivered him into the hands of his foes 
to do him outrage in his own land. 

405 Thus was the head of Hector being dishonoured in the 
dust. His mother tore her hair, and flung her veil from 
her with a loud cry as she looked upon her son. His 
father made piteous moan, and throughout the city the 
people fell to weeping and wailing. It was as though the 
whole of frowning Ilius was being smirched with fire. 
Hardly could the people hold Priam back in his hot haste 
to rush without the gates of the city. He grovelled in the 
mire and besought them, calling each one of them by his 

416 name. “Let be, my friends,” he cried, “ and for all your 
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sorrow, suffer me to go single-handed to the ships of the 417 
Achæans. Let me beseech this cruel and terrible man, if 
maybe he will respect the feeling of his fellow-men, and 
have compassion on my old age. His own father is even 
such another as myself—-Peleus, who bred him and reared 
him to be the bane of us Trojans, and of myself more than 
of all others. Many a son of mine has he slain in the 
flower of his youth, and yet, grieve for these as I may, I 
do so for one—-Hector—more than for them all, and the 
bitterness of my sorrow will bring me down to the house 
of Hades. Would that he had died in my arms, for so 
both his ill-starred mother who bore him, and myself, should 
have had the comfort of weeping and mourning over him.” 

Thus did he speak with many tears, and all the people 429 
of the city joined in his lament. Hecuba then raised the 
cry of wailing among the Trojans. ‘Alas, my son,” she 
cried, ‘what have I left to live for now that you are no 
more? Night and day did I glory in you throughout tho 
city, for you were a tower of strength to all in Troy, and 
both men and women alike hailed you as a god. So long 
as you lived you were their pride, but now death and 
destruction have fallen upon you.” 

Hector’s wife had as yet heard nothing, for no one had 437 
come to tell her that her husband had remained without 
the gates. She was at her loom in an inner part of the 
house, weaving a double purple web, and embroidering it 
with many flowers. She told her maids to set a large 
tripod on the fire, so as to have a warm bath ready for 
Hector when he came out of battle; poor woman, she 
knew not that he was now beyond the reach of baths, 
and that Minerva had laid him low by the hands of 
Achilles. She heard the cry coming as from the wall, 
and trembled in every limb; the shuttle fell from her 
hands, and again she spoke to her waiting-women. ‘‘Two 
of you,” she said, “come with me that I may learn what 
it is that has befallen; I heard the voice of my husband’s 
honoured mother; my own heart beats as though it would 451 
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452 come into my mouth and my limbs refuse to carry me; 
some great misfortune for Priam’s children must be at 
hand. May I never live to hear it, but I greatly fear 
that Achilles has cut off the retreat of brave Hector and 
has chased him on to the plain where he was single 
handed; I fear he may have put an end to the reckless 
daring which possessed my husband, who would never 
remain with the body of his men, but would dash on far 
in front, foremost of them all! in valour.” 

460 Her heart beat fast, and as she spoke she flew from the 
house like a maniac, with her waiting-women following 
after. When she reached the battlements and the crowd 
of people, she stood looking out upon the wall, and saw 
Hector being borne away in front of the city—the horses 
dragging him without heed or care over the ground towards 
the ships of the Achwans. Her eyes were then shrouded 
as with the darkness of night and she fell fainting back- 
wards. She tore the tiriug from her head and flung it 
from her, the frontlet and net with its plaited band, and 
the veil which golden Venus had given her on the day 
when Hector took her with him from the house of Eétion, 
after having given countless gifts of wooing for her sake. 
Her husband’s sisters and the wives of his brothers crowded 
round her and supported her, for she was fain to die in her 
distraction ; when she again presently breathed and came 
to herself, she sobbed and made lament among the Trojans 
saying, ‘‘ Woe is me, O Hector; woe, indeed, that to share 
a common lot we were born, you at Troy in the house of 
Priam, and I at Thebes under the wooded mountain off 
Placus in the house of Eétion who brought me up when I: 
was a child—ill-starred sire of an ill-starred daughter— 
would that he had never begotten me. You are now going 
into the house of Hades under the secret places of the earth, 
and you leave me a sorrowing widow in your house. The 
child, of whom you and I are the unhappy parents, is as 
yet a mere infant. Now that you are gone, O Hector, you 

486 can do nothing for him nor he for you. Even though he 
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escape the horrors of this woful war with the Achzans, yet 487 
shall his life henceforth be one of labour and sorrow, for 
others will seize his lands. The day that robs a child of 
his parents severs him from his own kind; his head is 
bowed, his cheeks are wet with tears, and he will go ahout 
destitute among the friends of his father, plucking one by 
the cloak and another by the shirt. Some one or other of 
these may so far pity him as to hold the cup for a moment 
towards him and let him moisten his lips, but he must not 
drink enough to wet the roof of his mouth; then one whose 
parents are alive will drive him from the table with blows 
and angry words. ‘Out with you,’ he will say, ‘you have 
no father here,’ and the child will go crying back to his 
widowed mother—he, Astyanax, who erewhile would sit 
upon his father’s knees, and have none but the daintiest 
and choicest morsels set before him. When he had played 
till he was tired and went to sleep, he would lie in a bed, 
in the arms of his nurse, on a soft couch, knowing neither 
want nor care, whereas now that he has lost his father his 
lot will he full of hardship—he, whom the Trojans name 
Astyanax, because you, O Hector, were the only defence 
of their gates and battlements. The wriggling writhing 
worms will now eat you at the ships, far from your parents, 
when the dogs have glutted themselves upon you. You 
will lie naked, although in your house you have fine and 
goodly raiment made by the hands of women. This will I 
now burn; it is of no use to you, for you can never again 
wear it, and thus you will have respect shown you by the 
Trojans both men and women.” 

In such wise did she cry aloud amid her tears, and the 515 
women joined in her lament. 


BOOK XXIII 
The funeral of Patroclus, and the funeral games. 


Tavus did they make their moan throughout the city, while 
the Achzans when they reached the Hellespont went back 
every man to his own ship. But Achilles would not let 
the Myrmidons go, and spoke to his brave comrades saying, 
‘‘Myrmidons, famed horsemen and my own trusted friends, 
not yet, forsooth, let us unyoke, but with horse and chariot 
draw near to the body and mourn Patroclus, in due honour 
to the dead. When we have had full comfort of lamenta- 
tion we will unyoke our horses and take supper all of us 
here.”’ 

12 On this they all joined in a cry of wailing and Achilles 
led them in their Jament. Thrice did they drive their 
chariots all sorrowing round the body, and Thetis stirred 
within them a still deeper yearning. The sands of the sea- 
shore and the men’s armour were wet with their weeping, 
so great a minister of fear was he whom they had lost. 
Chief in all their mourning was the son of Peleus: he laid 
his blood-stained hand on the breast of his friend. “Fare 
well,” he cried, ‘‘ Patroclus, even in the house of Hades. I 
will now do all that I erewhile promised you; I will drag 
Hector hither and let dogs devour him raw ; twelve noble 
sons of Trojans will I also slay before your pyre to avenge 
you.” 

24 As he spoke he treated the body of noble Hector with 
contumely, laying it at full length in the dust, beside the 
bier of Patroclus. The others then put off every man his 
armour, took the horses from their chariots, and seated 


28 themselves in great multitude by the ship of the fleet 
376 
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descendant of AMacus, who thereon feasted them with an 29 
abundant funeral banquet. Many a goodly ox, with many 

a sheep and bleating goat did they butcher and cut up; 
many a tusked boar moreover, fat and well-fed, did they 
singe and set to roast in the flames of Vulcan ; and rivulets 

of hlood flowed all round the place where the body was 
lying. 

Then the princes of the Achæans took the son of Peleus 35 
to Agamemnon, but hardly could they persuade him to 
come with them, so wroth was he for the death of his 
comrade. As soon as they reached Agamemnon’s tent 
they told the serving-men to set a large tripod over the 
fire, in case they might persuade the son of Peleus to wash 
the clotted gore from his body, but he denied them sternly, 
and swore it with a solemn oath, saying, “Nay, by King 
Jove, first and mightiest of all gods, it is not meet that 
water should touch my body, till I have laid Patroclus on 
the flames, have built him a barrow, and shaved my head— 
for so long as I live no such second sorrow shall ever draw 
nigh me. Now, therefore, let us do all that this sad festival 
demands, but at break of day, King Agamemnon, bid your 
men bring wood, and provide all else that the dead may 
duly take into the realm of darkness ; the fire shall thus 
burn him out of our sight the sooner, and the people shall 
turn again to their own lahours.” 

Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. 54 
They made haste to prepare the meal, they ate, and every 
man had his full share so that all were satisfied. As soon 
as they had had enough to eat and drink, the others went 
to their rest each in his own tent, but the son of Peleus 
lay grieving among his Myrmidons by the shore of the 
sounding sea, in an open place where the waves came 
surging in one after another. Here a very deep slumber 
took hold upon him and eased the burden of his sorrows, 
for his limhs were weary with chasing Hector round windy 
Ilius. Presently the sad spirit of Patroclus drew near him, 
like what he had heen in stature, voice, and the light of 65 


378 AND CONVERSES WITH ACHILLES [mmap 


his beaming eyes, clad, too, as he had been clad in life. 

_ The spirit hovered over his head and said— 

69 “You sleep, Achilles, and have forgotten me; you loved 
me living, but now that Iam dead you think for me no 
further. Bury me with all speed that I may pass the 
gates of Hades; the ghosts, vain shadows of men that can 
labour no more, drive me away from them; they will not 
yet suffer me to join those that are beyond the river, and 
I wander all desolate by the wide gates of the house of 
Hades. Give me now your hand I pray you, for when 
you have once given me my dues of fire, never shall I again 
come forth out of the house of Hades. Nevermore shall 
we sit apart and take sweet counsel among the living; the 
cruel fate which was my birthright has yawned its wide 
jaws around me—nay, you too Achilles, peer of gods, are 
doomed to die beneath the wall of the noble Trojans. 

82 ‘One prayer more will I make you, if you will grant 
it; let not my bones be laid apart from yours, Achilles, 
but with them; even as we were brought up together in 
your own home, what time Mencetius brought me to you 
as a child from Opdeis because by a sad spite I had killed 
the son of Amphidamas—not of set purpose, but in childish 
quarrel over the dice. The knight Peleus took me into 
his house, entreated me kindly, and named me to be your 
squire ; therefore let our bones lie in but a single urn, the 
two-handled golden vase given to you by your mother.” 

93 And Achilles answered, ‘‘ Why, true heart, are you come 
hither to lay these charges upon me? I will of my own 
self do all as you have bidden me. Draw closer to me, 
let us once more throw our arms around one another, and 
find sad comfort in the sharing of our sorrows.” 

99 He opened his arms towards him as he spoke and would 
have clasped him in them, but there was nothing, and the 
spirit vanished as a vapour, gibbering and whining into 
the earth. Achilles sprang to his feet, smote his two 
hands, and made lamentation saying, “Of a truth even in 

104 the house of Hades there are ghosts and phantoms that 
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have no life in them; all night long the sad spirit of 105 
Patroclus has hovered over my head making piteous moan, 
telling me what I am to do for him, and looking wondrously 
like himself.” 

Thus did he speak and his words set them all weeping 108 
and mourning about the poor dumb dead, till rosy-fingered 
morn appeared. Then King Agamemnon sent men and 
mules from all parts of the camp, to bring wood, and 
Meriones, squire to Idomeneus, was in charge over them. 
They went out with woodmen’s axes and strong ropes in 
their hands, and before them went the mules. Up hill 
and down dale did they go, by straight ways and crooked, 
and when they reached the heights of many-fountained Ida, 
they laid their axes to the roots of many a tall branching 
oak that came thundering down as they felled it. They 
split the trees and bound them behind the mules, which 
then wended their way as they best could through the thick 
brushwood on to the plain. All who had been cuttmg 
wood bore logs, for so Meriones squire to Idomeneus had 
bidden them, and they threw them down in a line upon 
the sea-shore at the place where Achilles would make a 
mighty monument for Patroclus and for himself. 

When they had thrown down their great logs of wood 127 
over the whole ground, they stayed all of them where they 
were, but Achilles ordered his brave Myrmidons to gird 
on their armour, and to yoke each man his horses; they 
therefore rose, girded on their armour and mounted each 
his chariot—they and their charioteers with them. The 
chariots went before, and they that were on foot followed 
as a cloud in their tens of thousands after. In the midst 
of them his comrades bore Patroclus and covered him with 
the locks of their hair which they cut off and threw upon 
his body. Last came Achilles with his head bowed for 
sorrow, so noble a comrade was he taking to the house of 
Hades. 

When they came to the place of which Achilles had told 138 
them they laid the body down and built up the wood. 
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140 Achilles then bethought him of another matter. He went 
a space away from the pyre, and cut off the yellow lock 
which he had let grow for the river Spercheius. He looked 
all sorrowfully out upon the dark sea, and said, ‘‘ Sper- 
cheius, in vain did my father Peleus vow to you that when 
I returned home to my loved native land I should cut off 
this lock and offer you a holy hecatomb ; fifty he-goats was 
I to sacrifice to you there at your springs, where is your 
grove and your altar fragrant with burnt-offerings. Thus 
did my father vow, but you have not fulfilled his prayer ; 
now, therefore, that I shall see my home no more, I give 
this lock as a keepsake to the hero Patroclus.” 

152 As he spoke he placed the lock in the hands of his dear 
comrade, and all who stood by were filled with yearning 
and lamentation. The sun would have gone down upon 
their mourning had not Achilles presently said to Agamem- 
non, “Son of Atreus, for it is to you that the people will 
give ear, there is a time to mourn and a time to cease from 
mourning ; bid the people now leave the pyre and set about 
getting their dinners: we, to whom the dead is dearest, 
will see to what is wanted here, and let the other princes 
also stay by me.” 

161 When King Agamemnon heard this he dismissed the 
people to their ships, but those who were about the dead 
heaped up wood and built a pyre a hundred feet this way 
and that; then they laid the dead all sorrowfully upon 
the top of it. They flayed and dressed many fat sheep 
and oxen before the pyre, and Achilles took fat from all 
of them and wrapped the body therein from head to foot, 
heaping the flayed carcases all round it. Against the bier 
he leaned two-handled jars of honey and unguents; four 
proud horses did he then cast upon the pyre, groaning the 
while he did so. The dead hero had had nine house-dogs ; 
two of them did Achilles slay and threw upon the pyre; 
he also put twelve brave sons of noble Trojans to the 
sword and laid them with the rest, for he was full of 

177 bitterness and fury. Then he committed all to the resist- 


BK. XXIII.) IRIS CALLS ZEPHYRUS & BOREAS 381 


less and devouring might of the fire; he groaned aloud 178 
and called on his dead comrade by name. “ Fare well,” he 
cried, “ Patroclus, even in the house of Hades; I am now 
doing all that I have promised you. Twelve brave sons of 
noble Trojans shall the flames consume along with your- 
self, but dogs, not fire, shall devour the flesh of Hector 
son of Priam.” 

Thus did he vaunt, but the dogs came not about the 184 
body of Hector, for Jove’s daughter Venus kept them off 
him night and day, and anointed him with ambrosial oil of 
roses that his flesh might not be torn when Achilles was 
dragging him about. Phebus Apollo moreover sent a 
dark cloud from heaven to earth, which gave shade to the 
whole place where Hector lay, that the heat of the sun 
might not parch his body. 

Now the pyre about dead Patroclus would not kindle. 193 
Achilles therefore bethought him of another matter; he 
went apart and prayed to the two winds Boreas and 
Zephyrus, vowing them goodly offerings. He made them 
many drink-offerings from his golden cup, and besought 
them to come and help him that the wood might make 
haste to kindle and the dead bodies be consumed. Fleet 
[ris heard him praying and started off to fetch the winds. 
They were holding high feast in the house of boisterous 
Zephyrus when Iris came running up to the stone thres- 
hold of the house and stood there, but as soon as they set 
eyes on her they all came towards her and each of them 
called her to him, but Iris would not sit down. “I cannot 
stay,” she said, ‘‘I must go back to the streams of Oceanus 
and the land of the Ethiopians who are offering hecatombs 
to the immortals, and I would have my share ; but Achilles 
prays that Boreas and shrill Zephyrus will come to him, 
and he vows them goodly offerings; he would have you 
blow upon the pyre of Patroclus for whom all the Achzans 
are lamenting.” | 

With this she left them, and the two winds rose with a 212 
cry that rent the air and swept the clouds before them. 
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214 They blew on and on until they came to the sea, and the 
waves rose high beneath them, but when they reached 
Troy they fell upon the pyre till the mighty flames roared 
under the blast that they blew. All night long did they 
blow hard and beat upon the fire, and all night long did 
Achilles grasp his double cup, drawing wine from a mixing- 
bowl of gold, and calling upon the spirit of dead Patroclus 
as he poured it upon the ground until the earth was 
drenched. As a father mourns when he is burning the 
bones of his bridegroom son whose death has wrung the 
hearts of his parents, even so did Achilles mourn while 
burning the body of his comrade, pacing round the bier 
with piteous groaning and lamentation. 

226 At length as the Morning Star was beginning to herald 
the light which saffron-mantled Dawn was soon to 
suffuse over the sea, the flames fell and the fire began 
to die. The winds then went home beyond the Thracian 
sea, which roared and boiled as they swept over it. The 
son of Peleus now turned away from the pyre and lay 
down, overcome with toil, till he fell into a sweet slumber. 
Presently they who were about the son of Atreus drew 
near in a body, and roused him with the noise and tramp 
of their coming. He sate upright and said, “Son of 
Atreus, and all other princes of the Achzans, first pour 
red wine everywhere upon the fire and quench it; let us 
then gather the bones of Patroclus son of Mencetius, 
singling them out with care; they are easily found, for 
they lie in the middle of the pyre, while all else, both 
men and horses, has been thrown in a heap and burned 
at the outer edge. We will lay the bones in a golden 
urn, in two layers of fat, against the time when I shall 
myself go down into the house of Hades. As for the 
barrow, labour not to raise a great one now, but such as 
is reasonable. Afterwards, let those Achæans who may 
be left at the ships when I am gone, build it both broad 
and high.” 

ə49 Thus he spoke and they obeyed the word of the son of 
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Peleus. First they poured red wine upon the thick layer 251 
of ashes and quenched the fire. With many tears they 
singled out the whitened bones of their loved comrade 
and laid them within a golden urn in two layers of fat: 
they then covered the urn with a linen cloth and took 
it inside the tent. They marked off the circle where the 
barrow should be, made a foundation for it about the pyre, 
and forthwith heaped up the earth. When they had thus 
raised a mound they were going away, but Achilles stayed 
the people and made them sit in assembly. He brought 
prizes from the ships—cauldrons, tripods, horses and mules, 
noble oxen, women with fair girdles, and swart iron. 

The first prize he offered was for the chariot races— 262 
a woman skilled in all useful arts, and a three-legged 
cauldron that had ears for handles, and would hold twenty- 
two measures. This was for the man who came in first. 
For the second there was a six-year old mare, unbroken, 
and in foal to a he-ass; the third was to have a goodly 
cauldron that had never yet been on the fire; it was still 
bright as when it left the maker, and would hold four 
measures. The fourth prize was two talents of gold, and 
the fifth a two-handled urn as yet unsoiled by smoke. 
Then he stood up and spoke among the Argives saying— 

‘Son of Atreus, and all other Achzans, these are the 272 
prizes that lie waiting the winners of the chariot races. 
At any other time I should carry off the first prize and 
take it to my own tent; you know how far my steeds 
excel all others—for they are immortal; Neptune gave 
them to my father Peleus, who in his turn gave them to 
myself ; but I shall hold aloof, I and my steeds that have 
lost their brave and kind driver, who many a time has 
washed them in clear water and anointed their manes 
with oil. See how they stand weeping here, with their 
manes trailing on the ground in the extremity of their 
sorrow. But do you others set yourselves in order 
throughout the host, whosoever has confidence in his 
horses and in the strength of his chariot.” 286 
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287 Thus spoke the son of Peleus and the drivers of 
chariots bestirred themselves. First among them all 
uprose Eumelus, king of men, son of Admetus, a man 
excellent in horsemanship. Next to him rose mighty 
Diomed son of Tydeus; he yoked the Trojan horses 
which he had taken from Æneas, when Apollo bore him 
out of the fight, Next to him, yellow-haired Menelaus 
son of Atreus rose and yoked his fleet horses, Agamem- 
non’s mare Althe, and his own horse Podargus. The 
mare had been given to Agamemnon by Echepolus son 
of Anchises, that he might not have to follow him to 
Tlius, but might stay at home and take his ease; for 
Jove had endowed him with great wealth and he lived in 
spacious Sicyon. This mare, all eager for the raee, did 
Menelaus put under the yoke. 

301 Fourth in order Antilochus, son to noble Nestor son of 
Neleus, made ready his horses. These were bred in Pylos, 
and his father came up to him to give him good advice of 
which, however, he stood in but little need. ‘“Antilochus,” 
said Nestor, ‘‘ you are young, but Jove and Neptune have 
loved you well, and have made you an excellent horseman. 
I need not therefore say much by way of instruction. 
You are skilful at wheeling your horses round the post, 
but the horses themselves are very slow, and it is this 
that will, I fear, mar your chances. The other drivers 
know less than you do, hut their horses are fleeter ; 
therefore, my dear son, see if you cannot hit upon some 
artifice whereby you may insure that the prize shall not 
slip through your fingers. The woodman does more by 
skill than by brute force; by skill the pilot guides his 
storm-tossed barque over the sea, and so by skill one 
driver can beat another. If a man leaves all to his horses, 
they will go wide in rounding the posts at either end of 
the course; he has no command over them and cannot 
keep them from swerving this way and that, whereas a 
man who knows what he is doing may have worse horses, 

323 but he will keep them well in hand when he sees the 
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doubling-post; he knows the precise moment at which 324 
to pull the rein, and keeps his eye well on the man in 
front of him. I will give you this certain token which 
cannot escape your notice. There is a stump of a dead 
tree—oak or pine as it may be—some six feet above the 
ground, and not yet rotted away by rain; it stands at the 
fork of the road; it has two white stones set one on each 
side, and there is a clear course all round it. It may have 
been a monument to some one long since dead, or it may 
have been used as a doubling-post in days gone by; now, 
however, it has been fixed on by Achilles as the mark 
round which the chariots shall turn ; hug it as close as you 
can, but as you stand in your chariot lean over a little 
to the left; urge on your right-hand horse with voice and 
lash, and give him a loose rein, but let the left-hand horse 
keep so close in, that the nave of your wheel shall almost 
graze the post; but mind the stone, or you will wound 
your horses and break your chariot in pieces, which would 
be sport for others but confusion for yourself. Therefore, 
my dear son, mind well what you are about, for if you 
can be first to round the post there is no chance of any 
one giving you the go-by later, not even though you had 
Adrestus’s horse Arion behind you—a horse which is of 
divine race—or those of Laomedon, which are the noblest 
in this country.” 

When Nestor had made an end of counselling his son 349 
he sat down in his place, and fifth in order Meriones got 
ready his horses. They then all mounted their chariots 
and cast lots. Achilles shook the helmet, and the lot of 
Antilochus son of Nestor fell out first; next came that 
of King Eumelus, and after his, those of Menelaus son of 
Atreus and of Meriones. The last place fell to the lot of 
Diomed son of Tydeus, who was the best man of them all. 
They took their places in line; Achilles showed them the 
doubling-post round which they were to turn, some way 
off upon the plain ; here he stationed his father’s follower 
Phænix as umpire, to note the running, and report truly. 361 

B 
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362 At the same instant they all of them lashed their horses, 
struck them with the reins, and shouted at them with all 
their might. They flew full speed over the plain away 
from the ships, the dust rose from under them as it were 
a cloud or whirlwind, and their manes were all flying in 
the wind. At one moment the chariots seemed to touch 
the ground, and then again they bounded into the air; the 
drivers stood erect, and their hearts beat fast and furious 
in their lust of victory. Each kept calling on his horses, 
and the horses sceured the plain amid the clouds of dust 
that they raised. 

373 It was when they were doing the last part of the course 
on their way back towards the sea that their pace was 
strained to the utmost and it was seen what each could do. 
The horses of the descendant of Pheres now took the lead, 
and close behind them came the Trojan stallions of Diomed. 
They seemed as if about to mount HKumelus’s chariot, and 
he could feel their warm breath on his back and on his 
broad shoulders, for their heads were close to him as they 
flew over the course. Diomed would have now passed him, 
or there would have been a dead heat, but’ Phoebus Apollo 
to spite him made him drop his whip. Tears of anger fell 
from his eyes as he saw the mares going on faster than 
ever, while his own horses lost ground through his having 
no whip. Minerva saw the trick which Apollo had played 
the son of Tydeus, so she brought him his whip and put 
spirit into his horses; moreover she went after the son of 
Admetus in a rage and broke his yoke for him; the mares 
went one to one side the course, and the other to the other, 
and the pole was broken against the ground. Eumelus was 
thrown from his chariot close to the wheel; his elbows, 
mouth, and nostrils were all torn, and his forehead was 
bruised above his eyebrows ; his eyes filled with tears and 
he could find no utterance. But the son of Tydeus turned 
his horses aside and shot far ahead, for Minerva put fresh 
strength into them and covered Diomed himself with 

400 glory. 
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Menelaus son of Atreus came next behind him, but 401 
Antilochus called to his father’s horses. “On with you 
both,” he cried, “and do your very utmost. I do not 
bid you try to beat the steeds of the son of Tydeus, for 
Minerva has put running into them, and has covered 
Diomed with glory; but you must overtake the horses 
of the son of Atreus and not be left behind, or Authe 
who is so fleet will taunt you. Why, my good fellows, 
are you lagging? I tell you, and it shall surely be—Nestor 
will keep neither of you, but will put both of you to the 
sword, if we win any the worse a prize through your care- 
lessness. Hie after them at your utmost speed; I will hit 
on a plan for passing them in a narrow part of the way, 
and it shall not fail me.” 

They feared the rebuke of their master, and for a short 417 
space went quicker. Presently Antilochus saw a narrow 
place where the road had sunk. The ground was broken, 
for the winter’s rain had gathered and had worn the road 
so that the whole place was deepened. Menelaus was 
making towards it so as to get there first, for fear of a 
foul, but Antilochus turned his horses out of the way, and 
followed him a little on one side. The son of Atreus was 
afraid and shouted out, “ Antilochus, you are driving reck- 
lessly ; rein in your horses; the road is too narrow here, 
it will be wider soon, and you can pass me then; if you 
foul my chariot you may bring both of us to a mischief.” 

But Antilochus plied his whip, and drove faster, as 429 
though he had not heard him. They went side by side 
for about as far as a young man can hurl a disc from his 
shoulder when he is trying his strength, and then Mene- 
laus’s mares drew behind, for he left off driving for fear 
the horses should foul one another and upset the chariots ; 
thus, while pressing on in quest of victory, they might both 
come headlong to the ground. Menelaus then upbraided 
Antilochus and said, ‘‘ There is no greater trickster living 
than you are; go, and bad Inck go with you; the Achxans 
say not well that you have understanding, and come what 410 
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may you shall not bear away the prize without sworn 
protest on my part.” 

442 Then hbe called on his horses and said to them, “ Keep 
your pace, and slacken not; the limbs of the other horses 
will weary sooner than yours, for they are neither of them 
young.” 

446 The horses feared the rebuke of their master, and went 
faster, so that they were soon nearly up with the others. 
448 Meanwhile the Achezans from their seats were watching 
how the horses went, as they scoured the plain amid clouds 
of their own dust. Idomeneus captain of the Cretans was 
first to make out the running, for he was not in the thick of 
the crowd, but stood on the most commanding part of the 
ground. The driver was a long way off, but Idomeneus 
could hear him shouting, and could see the foremost horse 
quite plainly—a chestnut with a round white star, like 
the moon, on its forehead. He stood up and said among 
the Argives, ‘My friends, princes and counsellors of the 
Argives, can you see the running as well as I can? There 
seems to be another pair in front now, and another driver ; 
those that led off at the start must have been disabled out 
on the plain. I saw them at first making their way round 
the doubling-post, but now, though I search the plain of 
Troy, I cannot find them. Perhaps the reins fell from 
the driver’s hand so that he lost command of his horses 
at the doubling-post, and could not turn it. I suppose he 
must have been thrown out there, and broken his chariot, 
while his mares have left the course and gone off wildly 
in a panic. Come up and see for yourselves, I cannot 
make out for certain, but the driver seems an Ætolian 
by descent, ruler over the Argives, brave Diomed the son 

of Tydeus.” 

473 Ajax the son of Oileus took him up rudely and said, 
“Idomeneus, why should you be in such a hurry to tell 
us all about it, when the mares are still so far out upon 
the plain? You are none of the youngest, nor your eyes 

477 none of the sharpest, but you are always laying down the 
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law. You have no right to do so, for there are better men 
here than you are. HEumelus’s horses are in front now, 
as they always have been, and he is on the chariot holding 
the reins.” 

The captain of the Cretans was angry, and answered, 
“ Ajax, you are an excellent railer, but you have no judge- 
ment, and are wanting in much else as well, for you have 
a vile temper. I will wager you a tripod or cauldron, 
and Agamemnon son of Atreus shall decide whose horses 
are first. You will then know to your cost.” 

Ajax son of Oileus was for making him an angry answer, 
and there would have been yet further brawling between 
them, had not Achilles risen in his place and said, ‘‘ Cease 
your railing, Ajax and Idomeneus; it is not seemly; you 
would be scandalised if you saw any one else do the like: 
sit down and keep your eyes on the horses ; they are speed- 
ing towards the winning-post and will be here directly. 
You will then both of you know whose horses are first, 
and whose come after.” 

As he was speaking, the son of Tydeus came driving in, 
plying his whip lustily from his shoulder, and his horses 
stepping high as they flew over the course. The sand and 
grit rained thick on the driver, and the chariot inlaid with 
gold and tin ran close behind his fleet horses. ‘There was 
little trace of wheel-marks in the fine dust, and the horses 
came flying in at their utmost speed. Diomed stayed 
them in the middle of the crowd, and the sweat from their 
manes and chests fell in streams on to the ground. Forth- 
with he sprang from his goodly chariot, and leaned his 
whip against his horses’ yoke; brave Sthenelus now lost 
no time, but at once brought on the prize, and gave the 
woman and the ear-handled cauldron to his comrades to 
take away. Then he unyoked the horses, 


478 


482 


Next after him came in Antiochus of the race of Neleus, 514 


who had passed Menelaus by a trick and not by the fleet- 
ness of his horses; but even so Menelaus came in as close 


behind him as the wheel is to the horse that draws both 516 
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517 the chariot and its master. The end hairs of a horse’s tail 
touch the tyre of the wheel, and there is never much space 
between wheel and horse when the chariot is going; Mene- 
laus was no further than this behind Antilochus, though at 
first he had been a full disc’s throw behind him. He had 
soon caught him up again, for Agamemnon’s mare Aithe 
kept pulling stronger and stronger, so that if the course 
had been longer he would have passed him, and there 
would not even have been a dead heat. Idomeneus’s 
brave squire Meriones was about a spear’s cast behind 
Menelaus. His horses were slowest of all, and he was 
the worst driver. Last of them all came the son of 
Admetus, dragging his chariot and driving his horses on 
in front. When Achilles saw him he was sorry, and stood 
up among the Argives saying, “The best man is coming in 
last. Let us give him a prize for it is reasonable. He 
shall have the second, but the first must go to the son 
of Tydeus.” 

589 Thus did he speak and the others all of them applauded 
his saying, and were for doing as he had said, but Nestor’s 
son Antilochus stood up and claimed his rights from the 
son of Peleus. ‘ Achilles,” said he, “I shall take it much 
amiss if you do this thing; you would rob me of my 
prize, because you think Eumelus’s chariot and horses 
were thrown out, and himself too, good man that he is. 
He should have prayed duly to the immortals; he would 
not have come in last if he had done so. If you are sorry 
for him and so choose, you have much gold in your tents, 
with bronze, sheep, cattle and horses. Take something. 
from this store if you would have the Achzans speak well 
of you, and give him a better prize even than that which 
you have now offered; but I will not give up the mare, 
and he that will fight me for her, let him come on.” 

555 Achilles smiled as he heard this, and was pleased with 
Antilochus, who was one of his dearest comrades. So 
he said— 

558  ‘ Antilochus, if you would have me find Kumelus another 
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prize, I will give him the bronze breastplate with a rim of 
tin running all round it which I took from Asteropzeus. 
It will be worth much money to him.” 

He bade his comrade Automedon bring the breastplate 
from his tent, and he did so. Achilles then gave it over 
to Eumelus, who received it gladly. 

But Menelaus got up in a rage, furiously angry with 566 
Antilochus. An attendant placed his staff in his hands 
and bade the Argives keep silence: the hero then addressed 
“ them. ‘‘ Antilochus,” said he, “what is this—from you 
who have been so far blameless? You have made me cut 
a poor figure and baulked my horses hy flinging your own 
in front of them, though yours are much worse than mine 
are; therefore, O princes and counsellors of the Argives, 
judge between us and show no favour, lest one of the 
Acheans say, ‘Menelaus has got the mare through lying 
and corruption ; his horses were far inferior to Antilochus’s, 
but he has greater weight and influence.’ Nay, I will 
determine the matter myself, and no man will blame me, 
for I shall do what is just. Come here, Antilochus, and 
stand, as our custom is, whip in hand hefore your chariot 
and horses; lay your hand on your steeds, and swear by 
earth-encircling Neptune that you did not purposely and 
guilefully get in the way of my horses.” 

And Antilochus answered, ‘ Forgive me; I am much 586 

younger, King Menelaus, than you are; you stand higher 
than I do and are the better man of the two; you know 
how easily young men are betrayed into indiscretion ; 
their tempers are more hasty and they have less judge- 
ment; make due allowances therefore, and bear with me; 
I will of my own accord give up the mare that I have 
won, and if you claim any further chattel from my own 
possessions, I would rather yield it to you, at once, than 
fall from your good graces henceforth, and do wrong in 
the sight of heaven.” 

The son of Nestor then took the mare and gave her over 596 
to Menelaus, whose anger was thus appeased; as when 


on 


63 
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598 dew falls upon a field of ripening corn, and the lands are 
bristling with the harvest—even so, O Menelaus, was your 
heart made glad within you. He turned to Antilochus and 
sald, ‘‘ Now, Antilochus, angry though I have been, I can 
give way to you of my own free will; you have never been 
headstrong nor ill-disposed hitherto, but this time your 
youth has got the better of your judgement; be careful 
how you outwit your betters in future; no one else could 
have brought me round so easily, but your good father, your 
brother, and yourself have all of you had infinite trouble 
on my behalf; I therefore yield to your entreaty, and will 
give up the mare to you, mine though it indeed be; the 
people will thus see that I am neither harsh nor vindictive.” 

612 . With this he gave the mare over to Antilochus’s comrade 
Noémon, and then took the cauldron. Meriones, who had 
come in fourth, carried off the two talents of gold, and the 
fifth prize, the two-handled urn, being unawarded, Achilles 
gave it to Nestor, going up to him among the assembled 
Argives and saying, ‘Take this, my good old friend, as an 
heirloom and memorial of the funeral of Patroclus—for you 
shall see him no more among the Argives. I give you this 
prize though you cannot win one; you can now neither 
wrestle nor fight, and cannot enter for the javelin-match 
nor foot-races, for the hand of age has been laid heavily 
upon you.” 

624 So saying he gave the urn over to Nestor, who received 
it gladly and answered, ‘‘ My son, all that you have said is 
true; there is no strength now in my legs and feet, nor 
can I hit out with my hands from either shoulder. Would 
that I were still young and strong as when the Epeans 
were burying King Amarynceus in Buprasium, and his 
sons offered prizes in his honour. There was then none 
that could vie with me neither of the Epeans nor the 
Pylians themselves nor the Aitolians. In boxing I over- 
came Clytomedes son of Enops, and in wrestling, Anceus 
of Pleuron who had come forward against me. Iphiclus was 

636 a good runner, but J beat him, and threw farther with my 
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spear than either Phyleus or Polydorus. In chariot-racing 637 
alone did the two sons of Actor surpass me by crowding 
their horses in front of me,} for they were angry at the 
way victory had gone, and at the greater part of the prizes 
remaining in the place in which they had been offered. 
They were twins, and the one kept on holding the reins, 
and holding the reins, while the other plied the whip. 
Such was I then, but now I must leave these matters to 
younger men; | must bow before the weight of years, but 
in those days I was eminent among heroes. And now, sir, 
go on with the funeral contests in honour of your comrade: 
gladly do I accept this urn, and my heart rejoices that 
you do not forget me but are ever mindful of my good- 
will towards you, and of the respect? due to me from 
the Achzans. For all which may the grace of heaven be 
vouchsafed you in great abundance.” 

Thereon the son of Peleus, when he had listened to all 650 
the thanks of Nestor, went about among the concourse of 
the Acheans, and presently offered prizes for skill iu the 
painful art of boxing. He brought out a strong mule, and 
made it fast in the middle of the crowd—a she-mule never 
yet broken, but six years old—when it is hardest of all to 
break them: this was for the victor, and for the vanquished 
he offered a double cup. Then he stood up and said among 
the Argives, “Son of Atreus, and all other Achzans, I invite 
our two champion boxers to lay about them lustily and 
compete for these prizes. He to whom Apollo vouchsafes 
the greater endurance, and whom the Achæans acknow- 
ledge as victor, shall take the mule back with him to his 
own tent, while he that is vanquished shall have the 
double cup.” 

As he spoke there stood up a champion both brave and 664 
of great stature, a skilful boxer, Epeiis, son of Panopeus. 


l I have followed Mr. Myers, without however more confidence 
than he himself expresses that the interpretation he gives is 
correct. 

2 I have again followed Mr. Myers. 
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666 He laid his hand on the mule and said, “ Let the man who 
is to have the cup come hither, for none but myself will 
take the mule. I am the hest boxer of all here present, 
and none can beat me. Is it not enough that I should fall 
short of you in actual fighting? Still, no man can be good 
at everything. I tell you plainly, and it shall come true ; 
if any man will box with me I will bruise his body and 
break his bones; therefore let his friends stay here in a 
body and be at hand to take him away when J have done 
with him.” 

676 They all held their peace, and no man rose save Euryalus 
son of Mecisteus, who was son of Talaiis. Mecisteus went 
once to Thebes after the fall of CEdipus, to attend his 
funeral, and he beat all the people of Cadmus. The son 
of Tydeus was Euryalus’s second, cheering him on and 
hoping heartily that he would win. First he put a waist- 
band round him and then he gave him some well-cut thongs 
of ox-hide; the two men being now girt went into the 
middle of the ring, and immediately fell to ; heavily indeed 
did they punish one another and lay about them with their 
brawny fists. One could hear the horrid crashing of their 
jaws, and they sweated: from every pore of their skin. 
Presently Epeiis came on and gave Euryalus a blow on 
the jaw as he was looking round ; Euryalus could not keep 
his legs; they gave way under him in a moment and he 
sprang up with a hound, as a fish leaps into the air near 
some shore that is all bestrewn with sea-wrack, when Boreas 
furs the top of the waves, and then falls back into deep 
water. But noble Epeiis caught hold of him and raised 
him up; his comrades also came round him and led him 
from the ring, unsteady in his gait, his head hanging on 
one side, and spitting great clots of gore. They set him 
down in a swoon and then went to fetch the double cup. 

700 The son of Peleus now brought out the prizes for the 
third contest and showed them to the Argives. These 
were for the painful art of wrestling. For the winner 

702 there was a great tripod ready for setting upon the fire, 
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and the Achæans valued it among themselves at twelve 
oxen. For the loser he brought out a woman skilled in 
all manner of arts, and they valued her at four oxen. 
He rose and said among the Argives, “ Stand forward, you 
who will essay this contest.” 

Forthwith uprose great Ajax the son of Telamon, and 
crafty Ulysses, full of wiles rose also. The two girded 
themselves and went into the middle of the ring. They 
gripped each other in their strong hands like the rafters 
which some master-builder frames for the roof of a high 
house to keep the wind out. Their backbones cracked as 
they tugged at one another with their mighty arms—and 
sweat rained from them in torrents. Many a bloody weal 
sprang up on their sides and shoulders, but they kept on 
striving with might and main for victory and to win the 
tripod. Ulysses could not throw Ajax, nor Ajax him; 
Ulysses was too strong for him; but when the Achzxans 
began to tire of watching them, Ajax said to Ulysses, 
“Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, you shall either lift me, or 
I you, and let Jove settle it between us.” 

He lifted him from the ground as he spoke, but Ulysses 
did not forget his cunning. He hit Ajax in the hollow at 
the back of his knee, so that he could not keep his feet, 
but fell on his back with Ulysses lying upon his chest, and 
all who saw it marvelled. Then Ulysses in turn lifted 
Ajax and stirred him a little from the ground but could 
not lift him right off it, his knee sank under him, and the 
two fell side by side on the ground and were all begrimed 
with dust. They now sprang towards one another and 
were for wrestling yet a third time, but Achilles rose and 
stayed them. “Put not each other further,” said he, “to 
such cruel suffering; the victory is with both alike, take 
each of you an equal prize, and let the other Achzans now 
compete.” 

Thus did he speak and they did even as he had said, and 
put on their shirts again after wiping the dust from off 
their bodies. 


703 
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740 The son of Peleus then offered prizes for speed in 
running — a mixing-bowl beautifully wrought, of pure 
silver. It would hold six measures, and far exceeded all 
others in the whole world for beauty; it was the work 
of cunning artificers in Sidon, and had been brought into 
port by Phænicians from beyond the sea, who had made 
a present of it to Thoas. Euenéus son of Jason had 
given it to Patroclus in ransom of Priam’s son Lycaon, 
and Achilles now offered it as a prize in honour of his 
comrade to him who should be the swiftest runner. For 
the second prize he offered a large ox, well fattened, while 
for the last there was to be half a talent of gold. He then 
rose and said among the Argives, ‘‘ Stand forward, you who 
will essay this contest,” 

754 Forthwith uprose fleet Ajax son of Oileus, with cunning 
Ulysses, and Nestor’s son Antilochus, the fastest runner 
among all the youth of his time. They stood side by side 
and Achilles showed them the goal. The course was set 
out for them from the starting-post, and the son of Oileus 
took the lead at once, with Ulysses as close behind him as 
‘the shuttle is to a woman’s bosom when she throws the 
woof across the warp and holds it close up to her; even 
so close behind him was Ulysses—treading in his foot- 
prints before the dust could settle there, and Ajax could 
feel his breath on the back of his head as he ran swiftly 
on. The Achzans all shouted applause as they saw him 
straining his utmost, and cheered him as he shot past 
them; but when they were now nearing the end of the 
course Ulysses prayed inwardly to Minerva. “Hear me,” 
he cried, ‘‘and help my feet, O goddess.” Thus did he 
pray, and Pallas Minerva heard his prayer; she made his 
hands and his feet feel light, and when the runners were 
at the point of pouncing upon the prize, Ajax, through 
Minerva’s spite slipped upon some offal that was lying 
there from the cattle which Achilles had slaughtered in 
honour of Patroclus, and his mouth and nostrils were all 

778 filled with cow dung. Ulysses therefore carried off the 
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mixing-bowl, for he got before Ajax and came in first. 779 
But Ajax took the ox and stood with his hand on one 

of its horns, spitting the dung out of his mouth. Then 

he said to the Argives, ‘‘ Alas, the goddess has spoiled my 
running; she watches over Ulysses and stands by him as 
though she were his own mother.” Thus did he speak 
and they all of them laughed heartily. 

Antilochus carried off the last prize and smiled as he 785 
said to the bystanders, ‘‘ You all see, my friends, that 
now too the gods have shown their respect for seniority. 
Ajax is somewhat older than I am, and as for Ulysses, 
he belongs to an earlier generation, but he is hale in spite 
of his years, and no man of the Achzans can run against 
him save only Achilles.” 

He said this to pay a compliment to the son of Peleus, 793 
and Achilles answered, “‘ Antilochus, you shall not have 
praised me to no purpose; I shall give you an additional 
half talent of gold.” He then gave the half talent to 
Antilochus, who received it gladly. 

Then the son of Peleus brought out the spear, helmet 798 
and shield that had been borne by Sarpedon, and were 
taken from him by Patroclus. He stood up and said 
among the Argives, ‘‘ We bid two champions put on their 
armour, take their keen blades, aud make trial of one 
another in the presence of the multitude; whichever of 
them can first wound the flesh of the other, cut through 
his armour, and draw blood, to him will I give this 
goodly Thracian sword inlaid with silver, which I took from 
Asteropzus, but the armour let both hold in partnership, 
and I will give each of them a hearty meal in my own tent.” 

Forthwith uprose great Ajax the son of Telamon, as 811 
also mighty Diomed son of Tydeus. When they had put 
on their armour each on his own side of the ring, they 
both went info the middle eager to engage, and with fire 
flashing from their eyes. The Achzans marvelled as they 
beheld them, and when the two were now close up with 
one another, thrice did they spring forward and thrice 817 


398 PRIZES FOR QUOIT-THROWING — [riiap 


818 try to strike each other in close combat. Ajax pierced 
Diomed’s round shield, but did not draw blood, for the 
cuirass beneath the shield protected him ; thereon the son 
of Tydeus from over his huge shield kept aiming con- 
tinually at Ajax’s neck with the point of his spear, and 
the Achzans alarmed for his safety bade them leave off 
fighting and divide the prize between them. Achilles 
then gave the great sword to the son of Tydeus, with its 
scabbard, and the leathern belt with which to hang it. 

826 Achilles next offered the massive iron quoit which 
mighty Eétion had erewhile been used to hurl, until 
Achilles had slain him and carried it off in his ships 
along with other spoils. He stood up and said among 
the Argives, ‘Stand forward, you who would essay this 
contest. He who wins it will have a store of iron that 
will last him five years as they go rolling round, and if 
his fair fields lie far from a town his shepherd or plough- 
man will not have to make a journey to buy iron, for he 
will have a stock of it on his own premises.” 

836 Then uprose the two mighty men Polypoetes and Leon- 
teus, with Ajax son of Telamon and noble Epéus. They stood 
up one after the other and Epéus took the quoit, whirled 
it, and flung it from him, which set all the Achzans laugh- 
ing. After him threw Leonteus of the race of Mars. Ajax 
son of Telamon threw third, and sent the quoit beyond any 
mark that had been made yet, but when mighty Polypoetes 
took the quoit he hurled it as though it had been a stock- 
man’s stick which he sends flying about among his cattle 
when he is driving them, so far did his throw out-distance 
those of the others. All who saw it roared applause, and 
his comrades carried the prize for him and set it on board 
his ship. 

850 Achilles next offered a prize of iron for archery—ten 
double-edged axes and ten with single edges: he set up a 
ship’s mast, some way off upon the sands, and with a fine 
string tied a pigeon to it by the foot; this was what they 

855 were to aim at. ‘‘ Whoever,” he said, ‘‘can hit the pigeon 
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shall have all the axes and take them away with him; he 
who hits the string without hitting the bird will have taken 
a worse aim and shall have the single-edged axes.” 

Then uprose King Teucer, and Meriones the stalwart 859 
squire of Idomeneus rose also. They cast lots in a bronze 
helmet and the lot of Teucer fell first. He let fly with his 
arrow forthwith, but he did not promise hecatombs of 
firstling lambs to King Apollo, and missed his bird, for 
Apollo foiled his aim ; but he hit the string with which the 
bird was tied, near its foot ; the arrow cut the string clean 
through so that it hung down towards the ground, while 
the bird flew up into the sky, and the Achzans shouted 
applause. Meriones, who had his arrow ready while Teucer 
was aiming, snatched the bow out of his hand, and at once 
promised that he would sacrifice a hecatomb of firstling 
lambs to Apollo lord of the bow; then espying the pigeon 
high up under the clouds, he bit her in the middle of the 
wing as she was circling upwards; the arrow went clean 
through the wing and fixed itself in the ground at Meriones’ 
feet, but the bird perched on the ship’s mast hanging her 
head and with all her feathers drooping ; the life went out 
of her, and she fell heavily from the mast. Meriones, 
therefore, took all ten double-edged axes, while Teucer bore 
off the single-edged ones to bis ships. 

Then the son of Peleus brought in a spear and a cauldron 884 
that: had never been on the fire; it was worth an ox, and 
was chased with a pattern of flowers ; and those that would 
throw the javelin stood up—to wit the son of Atreus, 
king of men Agamemnon, and Meriones, stalwart squire of 
Idomeneus. But Achilles spoke saying, “Son of Atreus, 
we know how far you excel all others both in power and in 
throwing the javelin; take the cauldron back with you to 
your ships, but if it so please you, let us give the spear to 
Meriones ; this at least is what I should myself wish.” 

King Agamemnon assented. So he gave the bronze 895 
spear to Meriones, and handed the goodly cauldron to 
Talthybius his esquire. 


BOOK XXIV 
Priam ransoms the body of Hector—Hector’s funeral. 


THe assembly now broke up and the people went their 
ways each to his own ship. There they made ready their 
supper, and then bethought them of the blessed boon of 
sleep ; but Achilles still wept for thinking of his dear com- 
rade, and sleep, before whom all things bow, could take 
no hold upon him. This way and that did he turn as he 
yearned after the might and manfulness of Patroclus ; he 
thought of all they had done together, and all they had 
gone through both on the field of battle and on the waves 
of the weary sea. As he dwelt on these things he wept 
bitterly and lay now on his side, now on his baek, and now 
face downwards, till at last he rose and went out as one 
distraught to wander upon the sea-shore. Then, when he 
saw dawn breaking over beach and sea, he yoked his horses 
to his chariot, and bound the body of Hector behind it that 
he might drag it about. Thrice did he drag it round the 
tomb of the son of Meneetius, and then went back into his 
tent, leaving the body on the ground full length and with 
its face downwards. But Apollo would not suffer it to be 
disfigured, for he pitied the man, dead though he now was; 
therefore he shielded him with his golden egis continually, 
that he might take no hurt while Achilles was dragging 
him. 

22 Thus shamefully did Achilles in his fury dishonour 
Hector; but the blessed gods looked down in pity from 
heaven, and urged Mercury, slayer of Argus, to steal the 
body. All were of this mind save only Juno, Neptune, 

26 and Jove’s grey-eyed Gag ens who persisted in the hate 
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which they had ever borne towards Ilius with Priam and 27 
his people; for they forgave not the wrong done them by 
Alexandrus in disdaining the goddesses who came to him 
when he was in his sheepyards, and preferring her who 
had offered him a wanton to his ruin. 

When, therefore, the morning of the twelfth day had now 31 
come, Pheebus Apollo spoke among the immortals saying, 
“You gods ought to be ashamed of yourselves; you are 
cruel and hard-hearted. Did not Hector burn you thigh- 
bones of heifers and of unblemished goats? And now 
dare you not rescue even his dead body, for his wife to 
look upon, with his mother and child, his father Priam, 
and his people, who would forthwith commit him to the 
flames, and give him his due funeral rites? So, then, you 
would all be on the side of mad Achilles, who knows neither 
right nor ruth? He is like some savage lion that in the 
pride of his great strength and daring springs upon men’s 
flocks and gorges on them. Even so has Achilles flung 
aside all pity, and all that conscience which at once so 
greatly banes yet greatly boons him that will heed it. A 
man may lose one far dearer than Achilles has lost—a son, 
it may be, or a brother born from his own mother’s womb ; 
yet when he has mourned him and wept over him he will 
let him bide, for it takes much sorrow to kill a man; 
whereas Achilles, now that he has slain noble Hector, drags 
him behind his chariot round the tomb of his comrade. It 
were better of him, and for him, that he should not do so, 
for brave though he be we gods may take it ill that he 
should vent his fury upon dead clay.” 

Juno spoke up in a rage. “This were well,” she cried, 55 
“O lord of the silver bow, if you would give like honour 
to Hector and to Achilles; but Hector was mortal and 
suckled at a woman’s breast, whereas Achilles is the off- 
spring of a goddess whom I myself reared and brought up. 
_ I married her to Peleus, who is above measure dear to the 
immortals; you gods came all of you to her wedding; you 


feasted along with them yourself and brought your lyre 63 
2c 
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—false, and fond of low company, that you have ever 
been.” 

64 Then said Jove, “Juno, be not so bitter. Their honour 
shall not be equal, but of all that dwell in Ilius, Hector 
was dearest to the gods, as also to myself, for his offer- 
ings never failed me. Never was my altar stinted of its 
dues, nor of the drink-offerings and savour of sacrifice 
which we claim of right. I shall therefore permit the 
body of mighty Hector to be stolen; and yet this may 
hardly be without Achilles coming to know it, for his 
mother keeps night and day beside him. Let some one 
of you, therefore, send Thetis to me, and I will impart 
my counsel to her, namely that Achilles is to accept a 
ransom from Priam, and give up the body.” 

77 On this Iris fleet as the wind went forth to carry his 
message. Down she plunged into the dark sea midway 
between Samos and rocky Imbrus; the waters hissed as 
they closed over her, and she sank into the bottom as the 
lead at the end of an ox-horn, that is sped to carry death 
to fishes. She found Thetis sitting in a great cave with 
the other sea-goddesses gathered round her; there she sat 
in the midst of them weeping for her noble son who was 
to fall far from his own land, on the rich plains of Troy. 
Iris went up to her and said, “ Rise Thetis ; Jove, whose 
counsels fail not, bids you come to him.” And Thetis 
answered, “Why does the mighty god so bid me? Iam 
in great grief, and shrink from going in and out among 
the immortals, Still, I will go, and the word that he may 
speak shall not be spoken in vain.” 

93 The goddess took her dark veil, than which there can 
be no robe more sombre, and went forth with fleet Iris 
leading the way before her. The waves of the sea opened 
them a path, and when they reached the shore they flew 
up into the heavens, where they found the all-seeing son 
of Saturn with the blessed gods that live for ever assembled 
near him. Minerva gave up her seat to her, and she sat 

101 down by the side of father Jove. Juno then placed a fair 
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golden cup in her hand, and spoke to her in words of 
comfort, whereon Thetis drank and gave her back the cup; 
and the sire of gods and men was the first to speak. 

“So, goddess,” said he, “for all your sorrow, and the 104 
grief that I well know reigns ever in your heart, you have 
come hither to Olympus, and I will tell you why I have 
sent for you. This nine days past the immortals have 
been quarrelling about Achilles waster of cities and the 
body of Hector. The gods would have Mercury slayer of 
Argus steal the body, but in furtherance of our peace and 
amity henceforward, I will concede such honour to your 
son as I will now tell you. Go, then, to the host and lay 
these commands upon him; say that the gods are angry 
with him, and that I am myself more angry than them all, 
in that he keeps Hector at the ships and will not give 
him up. He may thus fear me and let the body go. At 
the same time I will send Iris to great Priam to bid him 
go to the ships of the Achzans, and ransom his son, taking 
with him such gifts for Achilles as may give him satisfaction. 

Silver-footed Thetis did as the god had told her, and 120 
forthwith down she darted from the topmost summits of 
Olympus. She went to her son’s tents where she found 
him grieving bitterly, while his trusty comrades round 
him were busy preparing their morning meal, for which 
they had killed a great woolly sheep. His mother sat 
down beside him and caressed him with her hand sayings 
“My son, how long will you keep on thus grieving and 
making moan? You are gnawing at your own heart, and 
think neither of food nor of woman’s embraces; and yet 
these too were well, for you have no long time to live, 
and death with the strong hand of fate are already close 
beside you. Now, therefore, heed what I say, for I come 
as a messenger from Jove ; he says that the gods are angry 
with you, and himself more angry than them all, in that 
you keep Hector at the ships and will not give him up. 
Therefore let him go, and accept a ransom for his body.” 

And Achilles answered, “So be it. If Olympian Jove of 138 
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his own motion thus commands me, let him that brings the 
ransom bear the body away.” 

141 Thus did mother and son talk together at the ships in 
long discourse with one another. Meanwhile the son of 
Saturn sent Iris to the strong city of Illius. “Go,” said 
he, “fleet Iris, from the mansions of Olympus, and tell 
King Priam in Tlius, that he is to go to the ships of the 
Achæans and free the body of his dear son. He is to take 
such gifts with him as shall give satisfaction to Achilles, 
and he is to go alone, with no other Trojan, save only some 
honoured servant who may drive his mules and waggon, 
and bring back the body of him whom noble Achilles has 
slain. Let him have no thought nor fear of death in his 
heart, for we will send the slayer of Argus to escort him, 
and bring him within the tent of Achilles. Achilles will 
not kill him nor let another do so, for he will take heed to 
his ways and sin not, and he will entreat a suppliant with 
all honourable courtesy.” 

159 On this Iris, fleet as the wind, sped forth to deliver her 
message. She went to Priam’s house, and found weeping 
and lamentation therein. His sons were seated round their 
father in the outer courtyard, and their raiment was wet 
with tears: the old man sat in the midst of them with his 
mantle wrapped close about his hody, and his head and. 
neck all covered with the filth which he had clutched as he 
lay grovelling in the mire. His daughters and his sons’ 
wives went wailing about the house, as they thought of 
the many and brave men who lay dead, slain by the 
Argives. The messenger of Jove stood by Priam and 
spoke softly to him, but fear fell upon him as she did so. 
“Take heart,” she said, “ Priam offspring of Dardanus, 
take heart and fear not. I bring no evil tidings, but am 
minded well towards your I come as a messenger from 
Jove, who though he be not near, takes:thought for you 
and pities you. The lord of Olympus bids you go and 
ransom noble Hector, and take with you sych gifts as 

176 shall give satisfaction to Achilles. You Ra Ne alone, 
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with no other Trojan, save only some honoured servant 177 
who may drive your mules and waggon, and bring back to 
the city the body of him whom noble Achilles has slain. 
You are to have no thought, nor fear of death, for Jove 
will send the slayer of Argus to escort you. When he has 
brought you within Achilles tent, Achilles will not kill 
you nor let another do so, for he will take heed to his 
ways and sin not, and he will entreat a suppliant with all 
honourable courtesy.” 

Iris went her way when she had thus spoken, and Priam 188 
told his sons to get a mule-waggon ready, and to make the 
body of the waggon fast upon the top of its bed. Then 
he went down into his fragrant store-room, high-vaulted, 
and made of cedar-wood, where his many treasures were 
kept, and he called Hecuba his wife. ‘‘ Wife,” said he, 
‘“‘a messenger has come to me from Olympus, and has told 
me to go to the ships of the Achzans to ransom my dear 
son, taking with me such gifts as shall give satisfaction to 
Achilles, What think you of this matter? for my own 
part Iam greatly moved to pass through the host of the 
Achzans and go to their ships.” 

His wife cried alond as she heard him, and said, ‘‘ Alas, 200 
what has become of that judgement for which you have 
been ever famous both among strangers and your own 
people? How can you venture alone to the ships of the 
Achezans, and look into the face of him who has slain so 
many of your brave sons? You’ must have iron courage, 
for if the cruel savage sees you and lays hold on you, he 
will know neither respect nor pity. Let us then weep 
Hector from afar here in our own house, for when I gave 
him birth the threads of overruling fate were spun for him 
that dogs should eat his flesh far from his parents, in the 
house of that terrible man on whose liver I would fain 
fasten and devour it. Thus would I avenge my son, who 
showed no cowardice when Achilles slew him, and thought 
neither of flight nor of avoiding battle as he stood in defence 
of Trojan men and Trojan women.” 216 
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217 Then Priam said, “I would go, do not therefore stay 
me nor be as a bird of ill omen in my house, for you 
will not move me. Had it been some mortal man who 
had sent me—some prophet or priest who divines from 
sacrifice—I should have deemed him false and have given 
him no heed ; but now I have heard the goddess and seen 
her face to face, therefore I will go and her saying shall 
not bein vain. If it be my fate to die at the ships of the 
Achzans even so would I have it; let Achilles slay me, if 
I may but first have taken my son in my arms and mourned 
him to my heart’s comforting.” 

228 So saying he lifted the lids of his chests, and took out 
twelve goodly vestments. He took also twelve cloaks of 
single fold, twelve rugs, twelve fair mantles, and an equal 
number of shirts. He weighed out ten talents of gold, 
and brought moreover two burnished tripods, four caul- 
drons, and a very beautiful cup which the Thracians had 
given him when he had gone to them on an embassy; it was 
very precious, but he grudged not even this, so eager was 
he to ransom the body of his son. Then he chased all the 
Trojans from the court and rebuked them with words of 
anger. “Out,” he cried, “shame and disgrace to me that 
you are. Have you no grief in your own homes that you 
are come to plague me here? Is it a small thing, think 
you, that the son of Saturn has sent this sorrow upon me, 
to lose the bravest of my sons? Nay, you shall prove it 
in person, for now he is gone the Achæans will have easier 
work in killing you. As for me, let me go down within 
the house of Hades, ere mine eyes behold the sacking and 
wasting of the city.” 

247 He drove the men away with his staff, and they went 
forth as the old man sped them. Then he called to his 
sons, upbraiding Helenus, Paris, noble Agathon, Pammon, 
Antiphonus, Polites of the loud battle-cry, Deiphobus, Hippo- 
thoiis,and Dius. These nine did the old man call near him. 
“ Come to me at once,” he cried, “ worthless sons who do 

254 me shame ; would that you had all been killed at the ships 
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rather than Hector. Miserable man that I am, I have 255 
had the bravest sons in all Troy—noble Nestor, Troilus 
the dauntless charioteer, and Hector who was a god among 
men, so that one would have thought he was son to an 
immortal—yet there is not one of them left. Mars has 
slain them and those of whom I am ashamed are alone 
left me. Liars, and light of foot, heroes of the dance, 
robbers of lambs and kids from your own people, why do ` 
you not get a waggon ready for me at once, and put all 
these things upon it that I may set out on my way ?” 

Thus did he speak, and they feared the rebuke of their 265 

father. They brought ont a strong mule-waggon, newly 
made, and set the body of the waggon fast on its bed. 
They took the mule-yoke from the peg on which it hung, 
a yoke of boxwood with a knob on the top of it and rings 
for the reins to go through. Then they bronght a yoke- 
band eleven cubits long, to bind the yoke to the pole; they 
bound it on at the far end of the pole, and put the ring 
over the upright pin making it fast with three turns of 
the band on either side the knob, and bending the thong 
of the yoke beneath it. This done, they brought from 
the store-chamber the rich ransom that was to purchase 
the body of Hector, and they set it all orderly on the 
waggon ; then they yoked the strong harness-mules which 
the Mysians had on a time given as a goodly present to 
Priam; but for Priam himself they yoked horses which 
the old king had bred, and kept for his own use. 

Thus heedfully did Priam and his servant see to the 281 
yoking of their cars at the palace. Then Hecuba came to 
them all sorrowful, with a golden goblet of wine in her 
right hand, that they might make a drink-offering before 
they set out. She stood in front of the horses and said, 
“Take this, make a drink-offering to father Jove, and 
since you are minded to go to the ships in spite of me, 
pray that yon may come safely back from the hands of 
your enemies. Pray to the son of Saturn lord of the 
whirlwind, who sits on Ida and looks down over all 291 
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292 Troy, pray him to send his swift messenger on your right 
hand, the bird of omen which is strongest and most dear 
to him of all birds, that you may see it with your own 
eyes and trust it as you go forth to the ships of the 
Danaans. If all-seeing Jove will not send you this mes- 
senger, however set upon it you may be, I would not 
have you go to;the ships of the Argives.” 

299 And Priam answered, “ Wife, I will do as you desire 
me; it is well to lift hands in prayer to Jove, if so be he 
may have mercy upon me.” 

With this the old man bade the serving-woman pour 
pure water over his hands, and the woman came, bearing 
the water in a bowl. He washed his hands and took the 
cup from his wife; then he made the drink-offering and 
prayed, standing in the middle of the courtyard and turn- 
ing his eyes to heaven. “Father Jove,” he said, “ that 
rulest from Ida, most glorious and most great, grant that 
I may be received kindly and compassionately in the tents 
of Achilles; and send your swift messenger upon my right 
hand, the bird of omen which is strongest and most dear 
to you of all birds, that I may see it with my own eyes and 
trust it as I go forth to the ships of the Danaans.” 

314 So did he pray, and Jove the lord of counsel heard his 
prayer. Forthwith he sent an eagle, the most unerring 
portent of all birds that fiy, the dusky hunter that men 
also call the Black Eagle. His wings were spread abroad 
on either side as wide as the well-made and well-bolted 
door of a rich man’s chamber. He came to them flying 
over the city upon their right hands, and when they saw 
him they were glad and their hearts took comfort within 
them. The old man made haste to mount his chariot, 
and drove out through the inner gateway and under the 
echoing gatehouse of the outer court. Before him went 
the mules drawing the four-wheeled waggon, and driven 
by wise Idzus; behind these were the horses, which the 
old man lashed with his whip and drove swiftly through 

827 the city, while his friends followed after, wailing and 
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lamenting for him as though he were on his road to death. 328 
As soon as they had come down from the city and had 
reached the plain, his sons and sons-in-law who had 
followed him went back to Hus. 

But Priam and Ideus as they showed out upon the 331 
plain did not escape the ken of all-seeing Jove, who looked 
down upon the old man and pitied him; then he spoke to 
his son Mercury and said, ‘‘ Mercury, for it is you who are 
the most disposed to escort men on their way, and to hear 
those whom you will hear, go, and so conduct Priam to 
the ships of the Achzans that no other of the Danaans 
shall see him nor take note of him until he reach the son 
of Peleus.” 

Thus he spoke and Mercury, guide and guardian, slayer 339 
of Argus, did as he was told. Forthwith he bound on his 
glittering golden sandals with which he could fly like the 
wind over land and sea; he took the wand with which he 
seals men’s eyes in sleep, or wakes them just as he pleases, 
and flew holding it in his hand till he came to Troy and to 
the Hellespont. To look at, he was like a young man of 
noble birth in the hey-day of his youth and beauty with 
the down just coming upon his face. 

Now when Priam and Ideus had driven past the great 349 
tomb of Ilius, they stayed their mules and horses that they 
might drink in the river, for the shades of night were 
falling, when, therefore, [deus saw Mercury standing near 
them he said to Priam, ‘‘Take heed, descendant of Dar- 
danus; here is matter which demands consideration. I 
see a man who I think will presently fall upon us; let us 
fly with our horses, or at least embrace his knees and 
implore him to take compassion upon us?” 

When he heard this the old man’s heart failed him, and 357 
he was in great fear ; he stayed where he was as one dazed, 
and the hair stood on end over his whole body; but the 
bringer of good luck came up to him and took him by the 
hand, saying, ‘‘ Whither, father, are you thus driving your 
mules and horses in the dead of night when other men are 363 
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364 asleep? Are you not afraid of the fierce Achzans who are 
hard by you, so cruel and relentless? Should some one of 
them see you bearing so much treasure- through the dark- 
ness of the flying night, what would not your state then 
be? you are no longer young, and he who is with you is 
too old to protect you from those who would attack you. 
For myself, I will do you no harm, and J will defend you 
from any one else, for you remind me of my own father.” 

372 And Priam answered, ‘It is indeed as you say, my dear 
son ; nevertheless some god has held his hand over me, in 
that he has sent such a wayfarer as yourself to meet me so 
opportunely; you are so comely in mien and figure, and 
your judgement is so excellent that' you must come of 
blessed parents.” 

378 Then said the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, 
“Sir, all that you have said is right; hut tell me and tell 
me true, are you taking this rich treasure to send it to a 
foreign people where it may be safe, or are you all leaving 
strong Ilius in dismay now that your son has fallen who 
was the bravest man among you and was never lacking in 
battle with the Achzans ?” 

386 And Priam said, ‘‘ Who are you, my friend, and who are 
your parents, that you speak so truly about the fate of my 
unhappy son ?” 

389 The slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, answered him, 
“Sir, you would prove me, that you question me about 
noble Hector. Many a time have I set eyes upon him in 
hattle when he was driving the Argives to their ships and 
putting them to the sword. We stood still and marvelled, 
for Achilles in his anger with the son of Atreus suffered 
us not to fight. J am his squire, and came with him in 
the same ship. 1 am a Myrmidon, and my father’s name 
is Polyctor: he is a rich man and about as old as you are; 
he has six sons besides myself, and I am the seventh. We 
cast lots, and it fell upon me to sail hither with Achilles. 
IT am now come from the ships on to the plain, fer with 

402 daybreak the Achzans will set battle in array about the 
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city. They chafe at doing nothing, and are so eager that 
their princes cannot hold them back.” 


Then answered Priam, “If you are indeed the squire of 405 


Achilles son of Peleus, tell me now the whole truth, Is 
my son still at the shine or has Achilles hewn him limb 
from limb, and given him to his hounds?” 

“Sir,” replied the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, 
“neither hounds nor vultures have yet devoured him; he 
is still just lying at the tents by the ship of Achilles, and 
though it is now twelve days that he has lain there, his 
flesh is not wasted nor have the worms eaten him although 
they feed on warriors, At daybreak Achilles drags him 
cruelly round the sepulchre of his dear comrade, but it 
does him no hurt. You should come yourself and see how 
he lies fresh as dew, with the blood all washed away, and 
his wounds every one of them closed though many pierced 
him with their spears. Such care have the blessed gods 
taken of your brave son, for he was dear to them beyond 
all measure.” 

The old man was comforted as he heard him and said, 
‘““My son, see what a good thing it is to have made due 
offerings to the immortals; for as sure as that he was 
born my son never forgot the gods that hold Olympus, 
and now they requite it to him even in death. Accept 
therefore at my hands this goodly chalice ; guard me and 
with heaven’s help guide me till I come to the tent of 
the son of Peleus.” 

Then answered the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, 
“Sir, you are tempting me and playing upon my youth, 
but you shall not move me, for you are offering me pre- 
sents without the knowledge of Achilles whom I fear and 
hold it great guiltiness to defraud, lest some evil presently 
hefall me; but as your guide I would go with you even to 
Argos itself, and would guard you so carefully whether by 
sea or land, that no one should attack you through making 
light of him who was with you.” 


The bringer of good luck then sprang on to the chariot, 440 
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441 and seizing the whip and reins he breathed fresh spirit 
into the mules and horses. When they reached the trench 
and the wall that was before the ships, those who were on 
guard had just been getting their suppers, and the slayer 
of Argus threw them all into a deep sleep. Then he drew 
back the bolts to open the gates, and took Priam inside 
with the treasure he had upon his waggon. Ere long they 
came to the lofty dwelling? of the son of Peleus for which 
the Myrmidons had cut pine and which they had built for 
their king; when they had built it they thatched it with 
coarse tussock-grass which they had mown out on the 
plain, and all round it they made a large court-yard, 
which was fenced with stakes set close together. The 
gate was barred with a single bolt of pine which it took 
three men to force into its place, and three to draw back 
so as to open the gate, but Achilles could draw it by 
himself. Mercury opened the gate for the old man, and 
brought in the treasure that he was taking with him for 
the son of Peleus. Then he sprang from the chariot on to 
the ground and said, “Sir, it is I, immortal Mercury, that 
am come with you, for my father sent me to escort you. 
J will now leave you, and will not enter into the presence 
of Achilles, for it might anger him that a god should 
befriend mortal men thus openly. Go you within, and 
embrace the knees of the son of Peleus: beseech him by 
his father, his lovely mother, and his son; thus you may 

~ move him.” 

468 With these words Mercury went back to high Olympus. 
Priam sprang from his chariot to the ground, leaving 
Jdzeus where he was, in charge of the mules and horses. 
The old man went straight into the house where 
Achilles, loved of the gods, was sitting. There he found 
him with his men seated at a distance from him: only 
two, the hero Automedon, and Alcimus of the race of 
Mars, were busy in attendance about his person, for he 

475 had but just done eating and drinking, and the table was 


1 Strictly “tent.” 
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still there. King Priam entered without their seeing him, 
and going right up to Achilles he clasped his knees and 
kissed the dread murderous hands that had slain so many 
of his sons. 

_ As when some cruel spite has befallen a man that he 480 
should have killed some one in his own country, and must 
fly to a great man’s protection in a land of strangers, 
and all marvel who see him, even so did Achilles marvel 
as he beheld Priam. The others looked one to another 
and marvelled also, but Priam besought Achilles saying, 
“Think of your father, O Achilles like unto the gods, 
who is such even as I am, on the sad threshold of old 
age. It may be that those who dwell near him harass 
him, and there is none to keep war and ruin from him. 
Yet when he hears of you as being still alive, he is glad, 
and his days are full of hope that he shall see his dear son 
come home to him from Troy; but I, wretched man that I 
am, had the bravest in all Troy for my sons, and there is 
not one of them left. I had fifty sons when the Achzans 
came here; nineteen of them were from a single womb, 
and the others were borne to me by the women of my 
household. The greater part of them has fierce Mars 
laid low, and Hector, him who was alone left, him who 
was the guardian of our city and ourselves, him have you 
lately slain; therefore I am now come to the ships of 
the Acheans to ransom his body from you with a great 
ransom. Fear, O Achilles, the wrath of heaven; think on 
your own father and have compassion upon me, who am 
the more pitiable, for I have steeled myself as no man 
has ever yet steeled himself before me, and have raised to 
my lips the hand of him who slew my son.” 

Thus spoke Priam, and the heart of Achilles yearned as 507 
he bethought him of his father. He took the old man’s 
hand and moved him gently away. The two wept bitterly 
—Priam, as he lay at Achilles’ feet, weeping for Hector, 
and Achilles now for his father and now for Patroclus, 
till the house was filled with their lamentation. But when 512 
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513 Achilles was now sated with grief and had unburthened 
the bitterness of his sorrow, he left his seat and raised 
the old man by the hand, in pity for his white hair and 
beard; then he said, “ Unhappy man, you have indeed 
been greatly daring; how could you venture to come 
alone to the ships of the Achæans, and enter the presence 
of him who has slain so many of your brave sons? You 
must have iron courage; sit now upon this seat, and for 
all our grief we will hide our sorrows in our hearts, for 
weeping will not avail ns. The immortals know no care, 
yet the lot they spin for man is full of sorrow; on the 
floor of Jove’s palace there stand two urns, the one filled 
with evil gifts, and the other with good ones. He for 
whom Jove the lord of thunder mixes the gifts he sends, 
will meet now with good and now with evil fortune; but 
he to whom Jove sends none but evil gifts will be pointed 
at by the finger of scorn, the hand of famine will pursue 
him to the ends of the world, and he will go up and 
down the face of the earth, respected neither by gods nor 
men. Even so did it befall Peleus; the gods endowed 
him with all good things from his birth upwards, for he 
reigned over the Myrmidons excelling all men in pros- 
perity and wealth, and mortal though he was they gave 
him a goddess for his bride. But even on him too did 
heaven send misfortune, for there is no race of royal 
children born to him in his house, save one son who is 
doomed to die all untimely ; nor may I take care of him 
now that he is growing old, for I must stay here at Troy 
to be the bane of you and of your children. And you too, 
O Priam, I have heard that you were aforetime happy. 
They say that in wealth and plenitude of offspring you 
surpassed all that is in Lesbos, the realm of Makar to the 
northward, Phrygia that is more inland, and those that 
dwell upon the great Hellespont; but from the day when 
the dwellers in heaven sent this evil upon you, war and 
slaughter have been abont your city continually. Bear 

519 up against it, and let there be some intervals in your 
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sorrow. Mourn as you may for your brave son, you will 
take nothing by it. You cannot raise him from the dead, 
ere you do so yet another sorrow shall befall you.” 

And Priam answered, “O king, bid me not be seated, 552 
while Hector is still lying uncared for in your tents, but 
accept the great ransom which I have brought you, and 
give him to me at once that I may look upon him. May 
you prosper with the ransom and reach your own land in 
safety, seeing that you have suffered me to live and to 
look upon the light of the sun.” 

Achilles looked at him sternly and said, “ Vex me, sir, 559 
no longer; Lam of myself minded to give up the body of 
Hector. My mother, daughter of the old man of the sea, 
came to me from Jove to bid me deliver it to you. 
Moreover I know well, O Priam, and you cannot hide 
it, that some god has brought you to the ships of the 
Acheans, for else, no man however strong and in his 
prime would dare to come to our host; he could neither 
pass our guard unseen, nor draw the bolt of my gates 
thus easily; therefore, provoke me no further, lest I sin 
against the word of Jove, and suffer you not, suppliant 
though you are, within my tents.” 

The old man feared him and obeyed. Then the son of 571 
Peleus sprang like a lion through the door of his house, 
not alone, but with him went his two squires Automedon 
and Alcimus who were closer to him than any others of 
his comrades now that Patroclus was no more. These 
unyoked the horses and mules, and bade Priam’s herald 
and attendant be seated within the house. They lifted 
the ransom for Hector’s body from the waggon, but they 
left two mantles and a goodly shirt, that Achilles might 
wrap the body in them when he gave it to be taken 
home. Then he called to his servants and ordered them 
to wash the body and anoint it, but he first took it to a 
place where Priam should not see it, lest 1f he did so, 
he should break out in the bitterness of his grief, and 
enrage Achilles, who might then kill him and sin against 586 
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587 the word of Jove. When the servants had washed the 
body and anointed it, and had wrapped it in a fair shirt ‘ * 
and mantle, Achilles himself lifted it on to a bier, and he 
and his men then laid it on the waggon. He cried aloud 
as he did so and called on the name of his dear comrade, 
“ Be not angry with me, Patroclus,” he said, “if you hear 
even in the house of Hades that I have given Hector to 
his father for a ransom. It has been no unworthy one, 
and I will share it equitably with you.” 

596 Achilles then went back into the tent and took his place 
on the richly inlaid seat from which he had risen, by the 
wall that was at right angles to the one against which 
Priam was sitting.! “Sir,” he said, ‘ your son is now laid 
upon his bier and is ransomed according to your desire; 
you shall look upon him when you take him away at day: 
break ; for the present let us prepare our supper. Even 
lovely Niobe had to think about eating, though her twelve 
children—six daughters and six lusty sons—had been all-' 
slain in her house. Apollo killed the sons with arrows 
from his silver bow, to punish Niobe, and Diana slew 
the daughters, because Niobe had vaunted herself against 
Leto ; she said Leto had borne two children only, whereas 
she had herself borne many—-whereon the two killed the 
many. Nine days did they lie weltering, and there was 
none to bury them, for the son of Saturn turned the people 
into stone ; but on the tenth day the gods in heaven them- 
selves buried them, and Niobe then took food, being worn 
out with weeping. They say that somewhere among the.’ 
rocks on the mountain pastures of Sipylus, where the 
nymphs live that haunt the river Acheloiis, there, they 
say, she lives in stone and still nurses the sorrows sent 
upon her by the hand of heaven. Therefore, noble sir, let 
us two now take food; you can weep for your dear son 
hereafter as you are bearing him back to Tlius—and many 
a tear will he cost you.” 

621 With this Achilles sprang from his seat and killed a 


1 Translation very doubtful. Cf. Od. xxiii. 90. 
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sheep of silvery whiteness, which his followers skinned 622 
and made ready all in due order. They cut the meat 
carefully up into smaller pieces, spitted them, and drew 
them off again when they were well roasted. Automedon 
brought bread in fair baskets and served it round the 
table, while Achilles dealt out the meat, and they laid 
their hands on the good things that were before them. 
As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, Priam, 
descendant of Dardanus, marvelled at the strength and 
beauty of Achilles for he was as a god to see, and Achilles 
marvelled at Priam as he listened to him and looked upon 
his noble presence. When they had gazed their fill Priam 
spoke first. ‘‘And now, O king,” he said, ‘‘take me to 
my couch that we may lie down and enjoy the blessed 
=- boon of sleep. Never once have my eyes been closed 
from the day your hands took the hfe of my son; I have 
_grovelled without ceasing in the mire of my stable-yard, 
‘making moan and brooding over my countless sorrows. 
Now, moreover, I have eaten bread and drunk wine; 
hitherto I have tasted nothing.” 

As he spoke Achilles told his men and the women-ser- 642 
vants to set beds in the room that was in the gatehouse, 
and make them with good red rugs, and spread coverlets 
on the top of them with woollen cloaks for Priam and Idzus 
to wear. So the maids went out carrying a torch and got the 
two beds ready in all haste. Then Achilles said laughingly 
to Priam, “ Dear sir, you shall lie outside, lest some coun- 
sellor of those who in due course keep coming to advise 
with me should see you here in the darkness of the flying 
night, and tell it to Agamemnon. This might cause delay 
in the delivery of the body. And now tell me and tell me 
true, for how many days would you celebrate the funeral 
rites of noble Hector? Tell me, that I may hold aloof 
from war and restrain the host.” 

And Priam answered, “Since, then, you suffer me to 659 
bury my noble son with all due rites, do thus, Achilles, 


and I shall be grateful. You know how we are pent up 
2D 
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662 within our city; it is far for us to fetch wood from the 
mountain, and the people live in fear. Nine days, there- 
fore, will we mourn Hector in my house ; on the tenth day 
we will bury him and there shall be a public feast in his 
honour; on the eleventh we will build a mound over his 
ashes, and on the twelfth, if there be need, we will fight.” 

And Achilles answered, “All, King Priam, shall be as 
you have said. I will stay our fighting for as long a time 
as you have named.” 

671 As he spoke he laid his hand on the old man’s right 
wrist, in token that he should have no fear; thus then did 
Priam and his attendant sleep there in the forecourt, full 
of thonght, while Achilles lay in an inner room of the 
house, with fair Briseis by his side. 

677 And now both gods and mortals were fast asleep throngh 
the livelong night, but upon Mercury alone, the bringer of 
good luck, sleep could take no hold for he was thinking all 
the time how to get King Priam away from the ships without 
his being seen by the strong force of sentinels. He hovered 
therefore over Priam’s head and said, “Sir, now that 
Achilles has spared your life, you seem to have no fear 
about sleeping in the thick of your foes. You have paid 
a great ransom, and have received the body of your son ; 
were you still alive and a prisoner the sons whom you have 
left at home would have to give three times as much to 
free yon ; and so it would be if Agamemnon and the other 
Achzans were to know of your being here.” 

689 When he heard this the old man was afraid and roused 
his servant. Mercury then yoked their horses and mules, 
and drove them quickly through the host so that no man 
perceived them. When they came to the ford of eddying 
Xanthus, begotten of immortal Jove, Mercury went back 
to high Olympus, and dawn in robe of saffron began to 
break over all the land. Priam and Ideus then drove on 
towards the city lamenting and making moan, and the 
mules drew the body of Hector. No one neither man nor 

699 woman saw them, till Cassandra, fair as golden Venus 
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standing on Pergamus, caught sigbt of ber dear father in 700 
bis chariot, and his servant that was tbe city’s herald with 
him. Then she saw him that was lying upon the bier, 
drawn by the mules, and with a loud cry she went about 
the city saying, “Come hither Trojans, men and women, 
and look on Hector ; if ever you rejoiced to see him coming 
from battle when he was alive, look now on him that was 
the glory of our city and all our people.” 

At this there was not man nor woman left in the city, so 707 
great a sorrow had possessed them. Hard by the gates 
they met Priam as he was bringing in the body. Hector’s 
wife and his mother were the first to mourn him: they flew 
towards the waggon and laid their hands upon his head, 
while the crowd stood weeping round them. They would 
have stayed before the gates, weeping and lamenting the 
livelong day to the going down of the sun, had not Priam 
spoken to them from the chariot and said, ‘‘ Make way for 
the mules to pass you. Afterwards when I have taken the 
body home you shall have your fill of weeping.” 

On this the people stood asunder, and made a way for 718 
the waggon. When they had borne the body within the 
house they laid it upon a bed and seated minstrels round 
it to lead the dirge, whereon the women joined in the sad 
music of their lament. Foremost among them all An- 
dromache led their wailing as she clasped the head of 
mighty Hector in her embrace. “Husband,” she cried, 
“you have died young, and leave me in your house a 
widow; he of whom we are the ill-starred parents is still 
a mere child, and I fear he may not reach manhood. Ere 
he can do so our city will he razed and overthrown, for you 
who watched over it are no more—you who were its saviour, 
the guardian of our wives and children. Our women will 
be carried away captives to the ships, and I among them ; 
while you, my child, who will be with me will be put to 
some unseemly tasks, working for a cruel master. Or, 
may be, some Achzxan will hurl you (O miserable death) 
from our walls, to avenge some brother, son, or father 736 


746 


760 


776 
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whom Hector slew; many of them have indeed bitten the 
dust at his hands, for your father’s hand in battle was 
no light one. Therefore do the people mourn him. You 
have left, O Hector, sorrow unutterable to your parents, 
and my own grief is greatest of all, for you did not 
stretch forth your arms and embrace me as you lay dying, 
nor say to me any words that might have lived with me 
in my tears night and day for evermore.” 

Bitterly did she weep the while, and the women joined 
in her lament. Hecuba in her turn took up the strains 
of woe. ‘ Hector,” she cried, ‘‘dearest to me of all my 
children. So long as you were alive the gods loved you 
well, and even in death they have not been utterly un- 
mindful of you; for when Achilles took any other of my 
sons, he would sell him beyond the seas, to Samos Imbrus 
or rugged Lemnos; and when he had slain you too with his 
sword, many a time did he drag you round the sepulchre 
of his comrade—though this could not give him life—yet 
here you lie all fresh as dew, and comely as one whom 
Apollo has slain with his painless shafts.” 

Thus did she too speak through her tears with bitter 
moan, and then Helen for a third time took up the strain 
of lamentation. ‘‘ Hector,” said she, “dearest of all my 
brothers-in-law—for I am wife to Alexandrus who brought 
me hither to Troy—would that J had died ere he did so— 
twenty years are come and gone since I left my home and 
came from over the sea, but I have never heard one word 
of insult or unkindness from you. When another would 
chide with me, as it might be one of your brothers or 
sisters or of your hrothers’ wives, or my mother-in-law— 
for Priam was as kind to me as though he were my own 
father—you would rebuke and check them with words of 
gentleness and goodwill. Therefore my tears flow both 
for you and for my unhappy self, for there is no one else 
in ‘Troy who is kind to me, but all shrink and shudder as 
they go by me.” 

She wept as she spoke and the vast crowd that was 
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gathered round her joined in her lament. Then King 776 
Priam spoke to them saying, ‘“‘ Bring wood, O Trojans, 
to the city, and fear no cunning ambush of the Argives, 
for Achilles when he dismissed me from the ships gave 
me his word that they should not attack us until the 
morning of the twelfth day.” 

Forthwith they yoked their oxen and mules and gatbered 782 
together before the city. Nine days long did they bring 
in great heaps of wood, and on the morning of the tenth 
day with many tears they took brave Hector forth, laid 
his dead body upon the summit of the pile, and set the 
fire thereto. Then when the child of morning rosy-fingered 
dawn appeared on the eleventh day, the people again 
assembled, round the pyre of mighty Hector. When they 
were got together, they first quenched the fire with wine 
wherever it was burning, and then his brothers and com- 
rades with many a bitter tear gathered his white bones, 
wrapped tbem in soft robes of purple, and laid them in 
a golden urn, which tbey placed in a grave and covered 
over with large stones set close together. Then they built 
a barrow hurriedly over it keeping guard on every side lest 
the Achæans should attack them before they had finished. 
When’ they had heaped up the barrow they went back 
again into the city, and being well assembled they held 
high feast in the house of Priam their king. 

Thus, then, did they celebrate the funeral of Hector 804 
tamer of horses. 


THE END 
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Vol. 1., 1649-1651. With r4 Maps. giton, & | Winchester. By G. 
8vo., 215. Vol. IL, 1651-1654. With Cinque Ports. By W. Kitchin, D.D. 
7 Maps. 8vo., 215, Montagu Burrows. r By Revy. James 
Colchester, By Rev. ee 
WHAT GUNPOWDER PLOT WAs, With E.L. Cutts, | New York, By Theo- 


8 Illustrations and Plates. Crown Exeter. By E. A. Borar IO Sa By 


8vo., 5s. | Freeman. ' Henry Cahot Lodge. 
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History, Politics, Polity, Political Memoirs, &c.—continued. 


Joyee (P. W., LL.D.). 


A SHORT HISTORY oF IRELAND, from 
the Earliest Times to 1608. Crown 
8vo., ros, 6d. 


A CHILD’s HISTORY OF IRELAND, from 
the Earliest Times to the Death of 
O’Connell. With Map and 160 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 45. 6d. 


Kaye and Malleson.—HIsTory or 
THE INDIAN MUTINY, 1857-1858. By 
Sir Jonn W. KAYE and Colonel G. B. 
MALLESON. With Analytical Index 
and Maps and Plans. 6 vols. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d, each. 


Lang (ANDREW). 


PICKLE THE SPY, or, The Incognito of | 
Prince Charles. With 6 Portraits. 
8vo., 18s. 


St. ANDREWS. With 8 Plates and 24 
Illustrations in the Text by T. HODGE. 
Svo., 155. net. 


Leeky (WiLLIAM EpwaArD HART- 
FOLE). 


HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. 


Library Edition, 8 vols. 8vo. 


Vols. I. and II., 1700-1760, 365. Vols. 
IlI. and IV., 1760-1784, 36s. Vols. 
V. and VI., 1784-1793, 365. Vols. 
VII. and VIIL., 1793-1800, 36s. 


Cabinet Edition. ENGLAND. 7 vols. 
Cr. 8vo., 6s. each. IRELAND. § 
vols. Crown 8vo., 6s. each. 


HISTORY OF EUROPEAN MORALS FROM 
AUGUSTUS TO CHARLEMAGNE, 2 
vols. Crown 8vo., 165. 


HISTORY OF THE RISE AND ]NFLUENCE 
OF THE SPIRIT OF RATIONALISM IN 
EUROPE. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 16s. 


DEMOCRACY AND LIBERTY. 2 vols. 


8vo., 365. 


Macaulay (Lorp). 
THE LIFE AND WORKS OF LORD MAC- 


AULAY. ‘Edinburgh’ Edition. 1ovols, 
8vo., 6s. each. 


Vols. 1.-1V. History or ENGLAND. 


Vols, V.-VII. Essays; BIOGRAPHIES; 
INDIAN PENAL CODE; CONTRIBU- 
TIONS TO KNIGHT'S ‘QUARTERLY 
MAGAZINE’, 


Vol. VIII. SPEECHES; LAYS OF 
ANCIENT ROME ; MISCELLANEOUS 
POEMS. 

Vols. IX. and X. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF LORD MACAULAY. 
By the Right Hon. Sir G. O. TREYE- 
LYAN, Bart. 

This Edition 1s a cheaper reprint of the 


Library Edition of LORD MACAULAY’S 
Life and Works. 


COMPLETE WORKS, 


‘Albany’ Edition, With 12 Portraits, 
12 vols. Crown 8vo., 35. 6a. each. 
Cabinet Edition. r6vols. Post 8vo., 


£4 16s. 

‘Edinburgh’ Edition. 3 vols. 8vo., 
6s. each. 

Library Edition, 8 vols. 8vo., £5 55. 


HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM THE AC- 


CESSION OF JAMES THE SECOND. 
Popular Edition. 2vols. Cr. 8vo., 55. 
Student's Edit. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., 125. 
People’s Edition. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo., r6s. 
Cabinet Edition. 8vols. Post 8vo., 48s. 
‘Edinburgh’ Edition. 4vols. 8vo., 
6s. each. i 
‘ Albany’? Edition, 
8vo., 35. 6d. each. 
Library Edition, § vols. 8vo., £4. 


6 vols. Crown 


CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL Essays, 
WITH LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME, in r 
volume. 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., 25. 6d. 

Authorised Edition. Crown 8vo., 
2s. Gd., or 35. 6d., gilt edges. 

' Silver Library’ Edition, 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS. 
Students Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 
People’s Edition, avols. Cr. 8vo., 8s. 
‘ Trevelyan’ Edit. 2vols, Cr.8vo.,os. 
Cabinet Edition. 4vols. Post8vo., 245. 


Crown 


‘ Edinburgh’ Edition. 4 vols. 8vo., 
6s. each, 
Library Edition. 3 vols. 8vo., 36s. 
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Macaulay (LorD).—continued. 


Essays which may he had separately, 
price 6d. each sewed, 1s, each cloth. 
Addison and Wal-| Ranke and Glad- 


pole. stone. 
Croker’s Boswell’s | Milton and Machia- 
Johnson. velli. 
Hallam’s Constitu- | Lord Byron. 
tional History. Lord Clive. 
Warren Hastings. | Lord Byron,and The 
The Earl of Chat-; Comic Dramatists 
ham(Two Essays}).| ofthe Restoration. 


Frederick the Great. 


MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS. 


Fens Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo., 

Library Edition. 2vols. 8vo., 21s. 

Popular Edition, Cr. 8vo., 25. 6d. 

Cabinet Edition. Including Indian 
Penal Code, Lays of Ancient Rome, 
and Miscellaneous Poems. 4 vols. 
Post 8vo., 245. 


SELECTIONS FROM THE WRITINGS OF 
LORD MACAULAY. Edited, with 
Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon. 
Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 


MacColl. — THE SULTAN AND THE 
Pownes. By the Rev. MALCOLM MAc- 
CoLL, M.A., Canon of Ripon. 8vo., 
ros. 6d, 


Mackinnon. —THE UNION oF ENG- 
LAND AND SCOTLAND: a Study of 
International History. By JAMES MAC- 
KINNON, Ph. D., Examiner in History to 
the University of Edinburgh. 8vo., 16s. 


May.—THE CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY 
OF ENGLAND since the Accession of 
George III. 1760-1870. By Sir THOMAS 
ERSKINE May, K.C.B. (Lord Farn- 
borough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo., 18s. 


Merivale (THE LATE DEAN). 


HISTORY OF THE ROMANS UNDER THE 
EMPIRE. 8 vols, Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
each. 

THE FALL OF THE ROMAN REPUBLIC: 
a Short History of the Last Century 
ofthe Commonwealth. 12mo., 75. 6d. 


GENERAL HISTORY OF ROME, from the 


Montague.—THE ELEMENTS OF ENG- 
LISH CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY. By 
F. C. MONTAGUE, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Richman.—APPENZELL: Pure Demo. 
cracy and Pastoral Life in Inner. 
Rhoden. A Swiss Study. By IRYING 
B. RICHMAN, Consul-General of the 
United States to Switzerland. With 
Maps. Crown 8vo., 55. 


Seebohm (FREDERIC). 


THE ENGLISH VILLAGE COMMUNITY 
Examined in its Relations to the 
Manorial and Tribal Systems, &c. 
With 13 Mapsand Plates. 8vo., 16s. 


THE TRIBAL SYSTEM IN WALES: heing 
Part of an Inquiry into the Structure 
and Methods of Tribal Society. With 
3 Maps. 8vo., 12s. 


Sharpe.—LonpDonN AND THE KINGDOM: 
a History derived mainly from the 
Archives at Guildhall in the custody of 
the Corporation of the City of London. 
By REGINALD R. SHARPE, D.C. L., Re- 
cords Clerk in the Office of the Town 
Clerk of the City of London. 3 vols. 
8vo., Ios. 6d. each. 


Smith.—CAaRTHAGE AND THE CARTHA- 
GINIANS. By R. BOSWORTH SMITH, 
M.A., With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr. 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


Stephens.—A HIsTorRY OF THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. By H. MORSE STEPHENS, 
8vo. Vols. I. and II., r85. each. 


Stubbs.—HIStTory oF THE UNIVERSITY 
OF DUBLIN, from its Foundation to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. By J. 
W. STUBBS. 8vo., rzs. 6d. 


Sutherland.—TuHe History oF 
AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND, from 
1606-1890. By ALEXANDER SUTHER- 
LAND, M.A., and GEORGE SUTHER- 
LAND, M.A. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


Taylor.—A STUDENT’s MANUAL OF 
THE HISTORY OF INDIA. By Colonel 
MEADOWS TAYLOR, C.S.1., &c. Cr. 
8vo., 75. 6d. 


Foundation of the City to the Fall of | Todd.— PARLIAMENTARY GOVERNMENT 


Augustulus, B.C. 753-A.D. 476. With 
5 Maps. Crown 8vo.,, 75. 6d. 


INTHE BRITISHCOLONIES, By ALPHEUS 
Topp, LL.D. 8vo., gos. net. 
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Wakeman and Hassall.—Essays | Wood-Martin.—PAGAN IRELAND: an 


INTRODUCTORY TO THE STUDY OF 
ENGLISH CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY. 
By Resident Members of the University 
ọf Oxford. Edited by HENRY OFFLEY 
WAKEMAN, M.A., and ARTHUR HAS- 
SALL, M.A. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Walpole.—History oF ENGLAND 
FROM THE CONCLUSION OF THE 
GREAT WAR IN 1815 TO 1858, By 
SPENCER WALPOLE. 6 vols. Crown 
8vo., 4s. each. 


Archzological Sketch. A Handbook of 
Irish Pre-Christian Antiquities, By W. 
G. Woop-MarTIN, M.R.1LA. With 512 
Iilustrations. Crown 8vo., 1535. 


Wrylie.—History OF ENGLAND UNDER 
HENRY IV. By JAMES HAMILTON 
WYLIE, M.A., one of H.M. Inspectors 
of Schools. 4 vols. Crown 8vo. Vol. 
I., 1399-1404, 10s. 6d, Vol. IL. r5s. 
Vol. III. 255, Vol. TV. 21s. 


Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c. 


Armstrong.-—THE LIFEAND LETTERS , Faraday. — FARADAY 


oF EDMUND J. ARMSTRONG, Edited 
by G. F. SAVAGE ARMSTRONG. Fep. 
8vo., 7s. 6d. 


Bacon.—THE LETTERS AND LIFE OF 
FRANCIS BACON, INCLUDING ALL HIS 
OCCASIONAL Works. Edited hy JAMES 
SPEDDING. 7 vols. 8vo., £4 45. 


Bagehot. — BIOGRAPHICAL STUDIES. 
By WALTER BAGEHOT, Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Black well.—PIONEER WORK IN OFEN- 
ING THE MEDICAL PROFESSION TO 
WoMEN: Autobiographical Sketches. 
By Dr. ELIZABETH BLACKWELL. Cr. 
Svo., 6s. 


Buss.—FRANCES MARY Buss AND HER 
WORK FOR EDUCATION. By ANNIE 
E. RIDLEY. With 5 Portraits and 4 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 


Carlyle.—THOMAS CARLYLE: a History 
ofhis Life. By JAMESANTHONY FROUDE. 
1795-1835. 2vols, Crown 8vo., 75. 
1834-1881. 2 vols, Crown 8vo., 75. 


Digby.—Tue Lire oF SiR KENELM 
DIGBY, dy one of his Descendants, 
the Author of ‘The Life of a Con- 
spirator,’ ‘A Life of Archbishop Laud,’ 
etc. With 7 Illustrations. 8vo., 16s. 


Dunecan.—ADMIRAL DUNCAN. By the 
EARL OF CAMPERDOWN. With 3 Por- 


traits. 8vo., 165. 

Erasmus.—LIFE AND LETTERS OF 
ERASMUS. By JAMES ANTHONY 
FROUDE. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


FALKLANDS. By the Author of ‘The 
Life of Sir Kenelm Digby,’ ‘The Life 
of a Prig,’ etc. With Portraits and 
other Illustrations. 8vo., ros. 6d. 


AS A DIS 
COVERER, By JOHN TYNDALL. Cr. 


8vo., 35. 6a, 


FOREIGN COURTS AND FOREIGN 
HOMES. By A. M. F. Crown 8vo., 
75. 6d. 


Fox.—THE EARLY HISTORY OF CHARLES 
JAMES Fox, By the Right Hon. Sir G. 
O, TREVELYAN, Bart. 

Library Edition, 8vo., 18s. 
Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Halifax.—THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF 
SIR GEORGE SAVILE, BARONET, FIRST 
MARQUIS OF HALIFAX. With a New 
Edition of his Works, now for the first 
time collected and revised. By H. C. 
FoxcRoFT, With 2 Portraits. 2 vols, 
8vo., 365. 


Hamilton.—LirzE oF SIR WILLIAM 
HAMILTON. By R. P. GRAVES. 8vo., 
3vols, 15s, each. ADDENDUM, 8vo., 6d. 


Havyelock.—MEMOIRS OF SIR HENRY 
HAVELOCK, K.C.B. By JOHN CLARK 
MARSHMAN. Crown 8vo., 35s. 6d. 


Haweis.—My MUSICAL Lire. By the 
Rev. H. R. HAWEIs. With Portrait of 
Richard Wagner and 3 Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 


Holroyd.—THE GIRLHOOD OF MARIA 
JOsEPHA HoOLRoyp (Lady Stanley of 
Alderly). Recorded in Letters of a 
Hundred Years Ago, from 1776-1796. 
Edited by J. H. ADEANE. With 6 
Portraits. 8vo., 185. 


Jackson.—STONEWALL JACKSON AND 
THE AMERICAN CIVIL WAR. By 
Lieut.-Col, G. F. R. HENDERSON, York 
and Lancaster Regiment. With 2 Por- 
traits and 33 Maps and Plans, 2 vols, 
8vo., 42°. 


6 


ey 


Lejeune.—MEMoIRS OF BARON Le- 
JEUNE, Aide-de-Camp to Marshals 
Berthier, Davout, and Ondinot. Trans- 
lated. 2vols. 8vo., 245. 


Luther.—LıFE oF LUTHER. By | 
JuLius KÖSTLIN. With Illustrations 
from Authentic Sources. Translated 
from the German. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 


Macaulay.—THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
oF Lorp MACAULAY. By the Right 
Hon. Sir G, O. TREVELYAN, Bart., M.P. 

Popular Edit. 1 vol. Cr, 8vo., 25. 6d. 
Student's Edition, 1 vol. Cr. 8vo., 65. 
Cabinet Edition. 2vals. Post8vo.,12s5. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 36s. 
‘Edinburgh Edition,’ 2 vols. 8vo., | 
l 








6s. each. 

Marbot.— THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON 

DE MARBOT. ‘Translated from the 
French. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 75. 


Max Muller.Avutp Lanc Syne. By 
the Right Hon. Professor F, MAX MUL- 
LER. With Portrait. 8vo., ros. 6d. 

Meade. — GENERAL SiR RICHARD| 
MEADE AND THE FEUDATORY STATES 
OF CENTRAL AND SOUTHERN INDIA: 
a Record of Forty-three Years’ Service 
as Soldier, Political Officer and Ad- 
ministrator. By THOMAS HENRY 
THORNTON, C.S.1., D.C.L. With Por- 
trait, Map and 16 Illustrations. 8vo., 
105. 6d. net, 

Nansen. -—FRIDTJOF NANSEN, 1861- | 
1893. By W.C. BRÖGGER and NORDAHL | 
ROLFSEN. Translated by WILLIAM | 
ARCHER. With 8 Plates, 48 Illustrations 
in the Text, and 3 Maps. 8vo., 12s. 6d. 


Newdegate.— THE CHEVERELS OF 
CHEVEREL MANOR. By Lady NEw- | 
DIGATE-NEWDEGATE, Author of ‘ Gos- 
sip from a Muniment Room’. With 
6 Illustrations from Family Portraits. 
8vo., Ios. 6d. 

Place.—THE Ltre oF FRANCIS PLACE, 
By GRAHAM WALLAS, 8vo., 125, 


LONGMANS & CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


Biography, Personal Memoirs, &ce.—condinued. 


Rawlinson.—A MEMOIR OF MAJOR- 
GENERAL StR HENRY CRESWICKE 
RAWLINSON, Bart., K.C.B. By Gro. 
RAWLINSON, M.A., F.R.G.S., Canon 
of Canterbury. With an Introduction 
by Field-Marshal LORD ROBERTS of 
Kandahar, V.C. With Map, 3 Por- 
traits and an Illustration. 8vo., 16s. 

Reeve.—MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE AND 
CORRESPONDENCE OF HENRY REEVE, 
C.B., D.C.L., late Editor of the ' Edin- 
burgh Review’ and Registrar of the 
Privy Council. By J. KNOX LAUGH- 
TON, M.A. 2vols. 8vo, 

Romanes.—THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF GEORGE JOHN ROMANES, M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. Written and Edited 
by his Wife. With Portrait and 2 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Seebohm.—THE OxFrorD REFORMERS 
—JOHN COLET, ERASMUS AND THOMAS 
MORE : a History of their Fellow-Work. 
By FREDERIC SEEROHM. 8vo., 145. 


Shakespeare.—OvuTLINES OF THE 
LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE. By J. O. 
HALLIWELL- PHILLIPPS. With Illus- 
trations and Facsimiles. 2 vols, 
Royal 8vo., £1 1s. 


Shakespeare’s TRUE LIFE. By JAs. 
WALTER. With soo Illnstrations by 
GERALD E. MOIRA. Imp. 8vo., 21s. 


Verney.—MEMOIRS OF THE VERNEY 


FAMILY. 

Vols. I. and II. DURING THE CiviL 
WAR. By FRANCES PARTHENOPE 
VERNEY. With 38 Portraits, Wood- 
cuts and Facsimile. Royal 8vo., 42s, 

Vol. III. DURING TUE COMMON- 
WEALTH. 1650-1660 By MARGARET 
M. VERNEY. With 10 Portraits, &c. 
Royal 8vo., 2rs. 


Wellington.—LirEe oF THE DUKE oF 


WELLINGTON. By the Rev. G. R. 
GLEIG, M.A, Crown 8vo,, 35. 6d. 


Wills.— W. G. WILLS, DRAMATIST 


AND PAINTER. By FREEMAN WILLS. 
With Photogravure Portrait. 8vo. ,105.6¢. 


Trayel and Adventure, the Colonies, &c. 


Arnold.—SEAs AND LANDS. 
EDWIN ARNOLD. With 7x Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Baker (Sir S. W,). 
EIGHT YEARS IN CEYLON. With 6 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 
THE RIFLE AND THE HOUND IN CEY- 
LON. With 6 Illustrations, Cr. 8vo., 
35. 6d, 


By Sir| Ball.—THE ALPINE GUIDE. 


By the 
late JOHN BALL, F.R.S., &c., President 
of the Alpine Club. A New Edition, 
Reconstructed and Revised on behalf ot 
the Alpine Club, by W. A. B. COOLIDGE. 
Vol. I. THE WESTERN ALPS. The 
Alpine Region, South of the Rhone 
Valley, from the Col de Tenda to the 
Simplon Pass. With ọ New and 
Revised Maps. Crown 8vo., 125. net, 
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Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &.—continued. 
Bent.— THE RUINED CITIES OF MAsH-' Froude (JAMES A.). 


ONALAND: being a Record o° Excava- 
tion and Exploration in 1891. By J. 
THEODORE BENT. With 117 IIlustra- 
tions. Crown 8yvo., 35. 6d. 


Brassey.— VOYAGES AND TRAYELS OF 
Lorp BrAsskEy, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1862- 
1894. Artanged and Edited by Captain 
S. EARDLEY-WILMOT. 2vols. Cr, 
gvo., 10s, 


Brassey (The late LADY). 


A VOYAGE IN THE ‘SUNBEAM’; OUR 
HOME ON THE OCEAN FOR ELEVEN 
MONTHS. 


Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 
Silver Library Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Popular Edition. With 6o Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, rs. cloth, 
School Edition, With 37 Illustrations. 
Fep., 2s.cloth, or 3s.white parchment. 


SUNSHINE AND STORM IN THE EAST, 
Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and 
114 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. ,7s. 6d. 
Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra- 

tions, 4to., 6d. sewed, ts. cloth. 


IN THE TRADES, THE TROPICS, AND 
THE ‘ ROARING FORTIES’, 
Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 
Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, Is. cloth. 


THREE VOYAGES IN THE ‘SUNBEAM’, 
Popular Edition. With 346 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 2s. 6d. 


Browning.—A GIRL’s WANDERINGS 
IN HUNGARY. By H. ELLEN BROWN- 
ING. With Map and 20 Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Churchill.—THE STORY OF THE MA- 
LAKAND FIELD ForRCcE. By L.ieut. 
WINSTON L, SPENCER CHURCHILL. 
With Maps and Plans. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. 


Crawford. — SOUTH AMERICAN 
SKETCHES. By ROBERT CRAWFORD, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., 65. 


OCEANA: or England and her Colonies. 
With 9g Illustrations, Crown 8vo., 
35. 6d, 


THE ENGLISH IN THE WEST INDIES: 
or the Bow of Ulysses. With ọ Illus- 
trations, Cr. 8vo., 2s. bds., as. 6d. cl. 


Howitt.—VisiIts TO REMARKABLE 
PLACES, Old Halls, Battle-Fields, 
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poetry. By 
WILLIAM HowITT, With 8ọ Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 


Knight (E. F.). 

THE CRUISE OF THE ‘ALERTE': the 
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on 
the Desert Island of Trinidad. With 
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations, Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


WHERE THREE EMPIRES MEET: a Nar- 
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries, 
With a Map and 54 Iilustrations. 
Cr. 8v0., 35. 6d, 

THE ‘FALCON’ ON THE BALTIC: a 
Voyage from London to Copenhagen 
in a Three-Tonner, With 1o Full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Lees and Clutterbuck.—B. C. 1887: 
A RAMBLE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA. By 
J. A. LEES and W. J. CLUTTERBUCK, 
With Map and 75 Illustrations, Cr. 8vo., 


35. 6d, 


Max Miiller.—Letrers FROM CON- 
STANTINOPLE. By Mrs. MAX MULLER. 
With 12 Views of Constantinople and 
the neighbourhood. Crown 8vo., 65. 


Nansen (FRIDTJOF). 


THE FIRST CROSSING OF GREENLAND. 
With numerous [Illustrations and a 


Map. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 
Esgımo Lire, With 31 Illustrations. 
Svo., 165, 


Oliver.—CRAGS AND CRATERS: Ram- 
bles in the Island of Réunion. By 
WILLIAM DuDLEY OLIYER, M.A. 
With 27 Illustrations and a Map. Cr, 
Svo., 65. 
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Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &.—continued. 


Sm itbhb.—CLIMBING IN THE BRITISH 
IsLes. By W. P. HASKETT SMITH. 
With Illustrations by ELLIS CARR, and 
Numerous Plans, 


Part I. ENGLAND. 


Part II. WALES AND IRELAND. 
16mo., 35. 6d. 


16mo., 35. 62. 


Stephen. — THz PLAYGROUND OPF 
EUROPE. By LESLIE STEPHEN. New 
Edition, with Additions and 4 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 6s. net. 


THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of 
Them. With a Map and 5ọ Illustra- 
tions. Cr, 8vo., 2s. boards, 25. 6d. cloth, 


Tyndall.—THE GLACIERS OF THE ALPS: 
being a Narrative of Excursions and 
Ascents. An Account of the Origin and 
Phenomena of Glaciers, and an Exposi- 
tion of the Physical Principles to which 
they are related. By JOHN TYNDALL, 
F.R.S. With 61 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 6d. net. 


Vivian.—Servia: the Poor Man’s 
Paradise. By HERBERT VIVIAN, M.A. 
SvoO., 155. 


Sport and Pastime. 


THE BADMINTON LIBRARY. 


Edited by HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and 
A. E. T. WATSON. 


Complete in 28 Volumes. 


Crown 8vo., Price 10s. 6d. each Volume, Cloth. 


*4* The Volumes are also issued half-bound in Leather, with gilt top. The price can 
be had from all Booksellers. 


ARCHERY. By C. J. LONGMAN and 
Col, H. WALROND. With Contribn- 
tions by Miss LEGH, Viscount DILLON, 
&c. With 2 Maps, 23 Plates, and 172 
Illnstrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
ros. 6d. 


ATHLETICS. By MONTAGUE SHEAR- 
MAN. With 6 Plates and 52 Illustrations 
in the Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. . 


BIG GAME SHOOTING. By CLIVE 
PHILLIPPS-WOLLEY. 


Vol. I. AFRICA AND AMERICA. With 
Contributions by Sir SAMUEL W. 
BAKER, W. C. OswELL, E. C. 
SELOUS, &c. With 20 Plates and 
57 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., ros. 6d. 


Vol. II. EUROPE, ASIA, AND THE 
ARCTIC REGIONS. With Contributions 
by Lieut.-Colonel R. HEBER PERCY, 
Major ALGERNON C. HEBER PERCY, 
&c. With 17 Plates and g6 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
ros. 6d, 


BILLIARDS. By Major W. BROADFOOT, 


R.E. With Contributions by A. H. 
BoyD, SYDENHAM Dixon, W. J. 
FORD, &c. With rr Plates, rg Illus- 


trations in the Text, and numerous 
Diagrams. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
HARDING Cox and the Hon. GERALD 
LASCELLES. With 2ọ Plates and 
56 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., Ios. 6d. 


CRICKET. By A. G. STEEL, and the 
Hon. R. H. LYTTELTON. With Con- 
tributions by ANDREW LANG, W. G. 
GRACE, F. GALE, &c. With r2 Plates 
and 53 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., 10s. 6d. 


CYCLING. By the EARL oF ALBE- 
MARLE, and G. Lacy HILLIER. With 
19 Plates and 44 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 
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Sport and Pastime—couztinued. 


THE BADMINTON LIBRARY—continued. 


DANCING. By Mrs. LILLY Grove, 
F.R.G.S. With Contributions by Miss 
MIDDLETON, The Honourable Mrs. 
ARMYTAGE, &c. With Musical Ex- 
amples, and 38 Full-page Plates and 
93 lllustrations in the 'Fext. Crown 
8vo., Ios. 6d. 


DRIVING. By His Grace the DUKE or 
BEAUFORT, K.G. With Contributions 
by other Authorities. With r2 Plates 
and 54 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. 


FENCING, BOXING, AND WREST- 
LING. By WALTER H. POLLOCK, 
F. C. GROVE, C. PREVOST, E. B. 
MITCHELL, and WALTER ARMSTRONG. 
With r8 Plates and 24 Illustrations in 
the Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


FISHING. By H. CHOLMONDELEY-PEN- 
TELL. 


Jol. I. SALMON AND TROUT. With 
Contributions by H. R. FRANCIS, 
Major JOHN P. TRAHERNE, &c. 
With ọ Plates and numerons Ilustra- 
tions of Tackle, &c. Crown 8vo., 
ros. 6d. 


Vol. II. PIKE AND OTHER COARSE 
FisH. With Contributions by the 
MARQUIS OF EXETER, WILLIAM 
SENIOR, G. CHRISTOPHER DAVIES, 
&c. With 7 Plates and numerous 
Illustrations of Tackle, &c. Crown 
Svo., ros. 6d. 


GOLF. By Horace G, HUTCHINSON. 
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A. 
J. BALFOUR, M.P., Sir WALTER 
Simpson, Bart., ANDREW LANG, &c. 
With 32 Plates and 57 Illustrations in 
the Text. Cr. 8vo., ros. 6d. 


HUNTING. By His Grace the DUKE oF 


BEAUFORT K.G., and MOWBRAY 
Morris. With Contributions by the 
EARL OF SUFFOLK AND BERKSHIRE, 
Rev. E. W. L. Davies, G. H. LONG- 
MAN, &c. With 5 Plates and 54 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo,, 
tos. 6d. 


MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. DENT. 


With Contributions by Sir W. M. Con- 
way, D. W. FRESHFIELD, C. E. MA- 
THEWS, &c. With 13 Plates and 95 
Illustrations in the Text, Crown 8vo., 
Ios. 6d, 


POETRY OF SPORT (THE).—Selected 


by HEDLEY PEEK. With a Chapter on 
Classical Allusions to Sport by ANDREW 
LANG, and a Special Preface to the 
Badminton Library by A. E. T. WAT- 
SON. With 32 Plates and 74 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING, 


By the EARL OF SUFFOLK AND BERK- 
SHIRE, W. G. CRAVEN, the Hon. F, 
LAWLEY, ARTHUR COVENTRY, and 
ALFRED E. T. WATSON. With 
Frontispiece and 56 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 


RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 


ROBERT WEIR, the DUKE op BEAU- 
FORT, the EARL OF SUFFOLK AND 
BERKSHIRE, the EARL OF ONSLOW, 
&c. With 18 Plates and 41 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., 1os. 6d, 


ROWING. By R. P. P. ROwE and C, 


M. PITMAN. With Contributions by C, 
P. SEROCOLD, F. C. BEGG, and S. LE 
B. SMITH. PUNTING. By P. W, 
SQUIRE. With 20 Plates and 55 Illus- 
trations in the Text; also 4 Maps of 
the Oxford and Cambridge Boat-race 
and Metropolitan Championship Course, 
Henley Course, Oxford Course, and 
Cambridge Course. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d, 


SEA FISHING, By JoHN BICKERDYKE, 


Sir H. W. GORE-BOOTH, ALFRED C, 
HARMSWORTH, and W. SENIOR. With 
22 Full-page Plates and r75 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., ros, 6d, 





10 LONGMANS & CO.'\S STANDAKD AND GENERAL WORKS. 





Sport and Pastime—coutinued. 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY—continued. 


SHOOTING. | 


Vol. I. FIELD AND COVERT. By LORD 
WALSINGHAM andSirRALPH PAYNE- ; 
GALLWEY, Bart. With Contribu- | 
tions hy the Hon. GERALD Las- | 
CELLES and A. J. STUART-WORTLEY. 
With rx Plates and 94 Illustrations 
in the Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


Vol. Il. Moor AND MARSH. By LORD 
WALSINGHAM and Sir RALPH PAYNE- 
GALLWEY, Bart. With Contributions 
by Lorp LovaT and Lorp CHARLES 
LENNOX KERR. With 8 Plates and 
57 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., Ios. 6d. 





SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGGAN- 
ING. By J. M. HEATHCOTE, C. G. 
TEBBUTT, T. MAXWELL WHITHAM, 
Rev. JOHN KERR, ORMOND HAKE, 
Henry A. Buck, &c. With r2 Plates 
and 272 Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 
8vo., Ios. 6d. 


SWIMMING. By ARCHIBALD SINCLAIR 
and WILLIAM HENRY, Hon. Secs. of 
the Life-Saving Society. With 13 Plates 
and ro6 Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 
8vo., 10s. 6d. 


FUR, 


TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC- 
QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and 
C. G. HEATHCOTE, E. O. PLEYDELL- 
BOUVERIE, and A. C, AINGER. With 
Contributions by the Hon. A. LYTTEL- 
TON, W. C. MARSHALL, Miss L. Dop, 
&e. With r2 Plates and 67 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


YACHTING. 


Vol. I. CRUISING, CONSTRUCTION OF 
YACHTS, YACHT RACING RULES, 
FITTING-OUT, &c. By Sir EDWARD 
SULLIVAN, Bart., THE EARL OF 
PEMBROKE, LORD BRASSEY, K.C.B., 
C. E. Seru-SmitruH, C.B, G. L. 
WATSON, R. T. PRITCHETT, E, F, 
KNIGHT, &c. With 2r Plates and 
93 Ilnstrations in the Text, and from 
Photographs. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d, 


Vol. Il. YACHT CLUBS, YACHTING IN 
AMERICA AND THE COLONIES, YACHT 
RACING, &c. By R. T. PRITCHETT, 
THE MARQUIS OF DUFFERIN AND 
Ava, K.P., THE EARL OF ONSLOW, 
JAMES MCFERRAN, &c. With 35 
Plates and 160 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown 8vo., ros. 6d, 


FEATHER AND FIN SERIES. 


Edited by A. E. T. WATSON. 


Crown 8vo., price 5s. each Volume. 


** The Volumes are also issued half-bound in Leather, with gilt top. The price can 
be had from all Booksellers. 


THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History, | 
by the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON; 
Shooting, by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY ; | 
Cookery, by GEORGE SAINTSBURY. 
With rr Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams in the Text. Crown 8vo., 5s. 


THE GROUSE. Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON; Shooting, 
by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY ; Cookery, 
by GEORGE SAINTSBURY. With 13 
Illustrations and various Diagrams 
in the Text. Crown 8vo., 5s. 


THE PHEASANT. Natural History, by 
the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON ; Shooting, 
by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY; Cookery, 
by ALEXANDER INNESSHAND. With1o 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 
Crown 8vo., 55. 


THE HARE, Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON; Shooting, 
by the Hon. GERALD LASCELLES; 
Coursing, by CHARLES RICHARDSON; 
Hunting, by J. S. GIBBONS and G. H. 
LONGMAN ; Cookery, by Col. KENNEY 
HERBERT. With g Illustrations, Cr. 
Svo., 55. 
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Sport and Pastime—continued. 


FUR, FEATHER AND 


RED DEER. 
the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON ; Deer 
Stalking, by CAMERON oF LOCHIEL 
Stag Hunting, by Viscount EBRING- 
TON ; Cookery, by ALEXANDER INNES 
SHAND. With ro Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 55. 


THE RABBIT. By J. E. HARTING, &c. 
With Illustrations. [Zn preparation, 
WILDFOWL. By the Hon. JoHN 
ScoTT MONTAGU. With Illustrations. 
[77 preparation. 


André6.—CoLoneLt BocGey's SKETCH- 
Book. Comprising an Eccentric Col- 
lection of Scribbles and Scratches found 
in disused Lockers and swept up in the 
Pavilion, together with sundry After- 
Dinner Sayings of the Colonel. By R. 
ANDRE, West Herts Golf Club. 
Oblong 4to., 25. 6d. 


BADMINTON MAGAZINE (THE) 
OF SPORTS AND PASTIMES. 
Edited by ALFRED E, T. WATSON 
(‘Rapier’), . With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Price rs. Monthly. 

Vols. I.-VI., 6s. each. 


DEAD SHOT (THE): or, Sportsman’s 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons on the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds. Also 
Game-driving, Wildfowl and Pigeon- 
shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By MARKs- 
MAN. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


Fillis.—Cuess SPARKS; or, Short and 
Bright Games of Chess, Collected and 
Arranged by J. H. ELLIS, M.A. 8vo., 


45. 6d. 


Folkard.— Tue WILD-FOWLER: A 
Treatise on Fowling, Ancient and 
Modern ; descriptive also of Decoys 
and Flight-ponds, Wild-fowl Shooting, 
Gunning-punts, Shooting-yachts, &c. 
Also Fowling in the Fens and in Foreign 
Countries, Rock-fowling, &c., &c., by 
H. C. FOLKARD. With r3 Engravings 
on Steel, and several Woodcuts. 8vo., 
I2s. 6d, 


FIN SERIES—-continued. 


Natural History, by| THE SALMON. By the Hon. A. E. 


GATHORNE-HARDY. With Chapters on 
the Law of Salmon-Fishing by CLAUD 
DOUGLAS PENNANT; Cookery, hy 
ALEXANDER INNES SHAND. Witb 8 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 5s. 


THE TROUT. By the MARQUESS OF 
GRANBY. With Chapters on Breeding 
by Colonel F. H. CUSTANCE ; Cookery, 
hy ALEXANDER INNES SHAND. Witb 
12 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 55. 


Ford.—THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF 
ARCHERY. By HORACE ForD. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re- 
written by W. BuTT, M.A. Witha Pre- 
face by C, J. LONGMAN, M.A. 8vo., 145. 


Francis.—A Book ON ANGLING: or, 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every 
Branch; including full Illustrated List 
of Salmon Flies, By FRANCIS FRANCIS. 
With Portrait and Coloured Plates. 
Crown 8vo., 155. 

Gibson.—TOBOGGANING ON CROOKED 
Runs. By the Hon. HARRY GIBSON. 
With Contributions by F. DE B. STRICK- 
LAND and 'LADY-TOBOGGANER’. With 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Graham.—Country PASTIMES FOR 
Boys. By P. ANDERSON GRAHAM. 
With 252 Illustrations from Drawings 
and Photographs. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


hang.—ANGLING SKETCHES. By A. 
LANG. With 20 Illustrations, Crown 
8vo., 35. 6a. 

Lillie.—CRogUET: its History, Rules, 
and Secrets. By ARTHUR LILLIE, 
Champion Grand National Croquet 
Club, 1872; Winner of the ' All-Comers’ 
Championship,’ Maidstone, 1896. With 
4 Full-page Illustrations by LUCIEN 
DAVIS, r5 Illustrations in the Text, and 
27 Diagrams. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Longman.—CHEss OPENINGS. By 
FREDERICK W. LONGMAN, Fep. 8vo., 
2s, 6d. : 

Madden.—THE DIARY OF MASTER 
WILLIAM SILENCE: A Study of Shake- 
speare and of Elizabethan Sport. By 
the Right Hon. D. H. MADDEN, Vice- 
Chancellor of the University of Dublin, 
8vo., 165, 
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Sport and Pastime—continued. 
Maskelyne.—SHarps AND FLATS: a) Proctor.—How TO PLAY WHIST: 


Complete Revelation of the Secrets of 
Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill. 
By JOHN NEVIL MASKELYNE, of the 
Egyption Hall, With 62 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Park.—THE GAME oF GOLF. By 
WILLIAM PARK, Junr., Champion 
Golfer, 1887-89. With 17 Plates and 
26 Illustrations ip the Text. Crown 
8v0., 75. 6d. 


Payne-Gallwey (Sir RALFH, Bart.). 


LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS (First 
Series). On the Choiceand Useofa Gun. 
With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. 


LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS (Second 
Series). On the Production, Preserva- 


tion, and Killing of Game. With Direc- |. 


tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With Por- 
trait and 103 Illustrations, Crown 
8vo., 125. 6d. 


LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS (Third 
Series). Comprising a Short Natural 
History of the Wildfowl that are Rare 
or Common to the British Islands, 
with Complete Directions in Shooting 
Wildfowl on the Coast and Inland. 
With 200 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 18s. 


Pole.—THE THEORY OF THE MODERN 
SCIENTIFIC GAME OF WHIST. By 
WILLIAM POLE. Fep. 8vo., 25. 6d, 


WITH THE LAWS AND ETIQUETTE OF 
WHIST. By RICHARD A. PROCTOR, 
Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d, 


Ribblesdale.—Tue QueeEn’s HOUNDS 
AND STAG-HUNTING RECOLLECTIONS, 
By LorpD RIBBLESDALE, Master of the 
Buckhounds, 1892-95. With Introduc- 
tory Chapter on the Hereditary Master- 
ship by E. Burrows. With 24 Plates 
and 35 Illustrations in the Text, in- 
cluding reproductions from Oil Paintings 
in the possession of Her Majesty the 
Queen at Windsor Castle and Cumber- 
land Lodge, Original Drawings by G. 
D. GILES, and from Prints and Photo- 
graphs. 8vo., 25s. 


Ronalds.—TuHe FLY-FISHER’S ENTO- 
MOLOGY. By ALFRED RONALDS. With 
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 145. 


Thompson and Cannan. HAaAnp- 
IN-HAND FIGURE SKATING. By Nor- 
CLIFFE G. THOMPSON and F. LAURA 
CANNAN, Members of the Skating Club, 
With an Introduction by Captain J. H. 
THOMSON, R.A. With Illustrations. 
I6mo., 6s. i 


Wilcocks. THE SRA FISHERMAN: Com- 
prising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. By J. C. WILcocks. Illustrated, 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 





Veterinary Medicine, &c. 


Steel (Joun HENRY). 

A TREATISE ON THE DISEASES OF THE 
Doc. With 88 Illustrations. 8vo., 
tos. 6d, 

A TREATISE ON THE DISEASES OF 
THE Ox. With 119 Illustrations. 
8vo., ISS. 

A TREATISE ON THE DISEASES OF THE 
SHEEP. With roo Illustrations, 8vo., 
125, 

OUTLINES OF EQUINE ANATOMY: a 
Manual for the use pf Veterinary 
Students in the Dissecting Room. 
Crown 8vo., 75. 62, 

Fitzwygram.--HorsEs AND STABLES. 

By Major-General Sir F, FITZWYGRAM, 

Bart. With 56 pages of Illustrations. 

8vo., 25. 6d. net. 


| Schreiner. — THE 


ANGORA GOAT 
(published under the auspices of the 
South African Angora Goat Breeders’ 
Association), and a Paper on the Ostrich 
(reprinted from the Zoologist for 
March, 1897). By S. C. CRONWRIGHT 
SCHRIENER. With 26 Illustrations. 
8vo., ras. 6d, 


‘Stonehenge.’—THE Doc IN HEALTH 
AND DISEASE. By ‘STONEHENGE’. 
With 78 Wood Engravings. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 


Youatt (WILLIAM). 

THE HORSE, Revised and enlarged. By 
W. WaTsonN, M.R.C.V.S. With 52 
Wood Engravings. 8vo., 75s. 6d. 

THE Dog. Revised and enlarged. With 
33 Wood Engravings. 8vo., 6s, 
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Mental, Moral, and Political Philosophy. 


LOGIC, RHETORIC, 


PSYCHOLOGY, &e. 


Abbott.—THE ELEMENTS oF Loaic. By } Crozier (JoHN BEATTIE)—continued, 


T. K. ABBOTT, B.D. 


Aristotle. 


THE ETHICS: Greek Text, Illustrated 
with Essay and Notes. By Sir ALEX- 
ANDER GRANT, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., 32s. 


AN INTRODUCTION TO ARISTOTLE’S 
Etuics. Books I.-IV. (Book X. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the 
Rev. EDWARD MooRE, D.D. Cr. 
8vo., ros. 6d. 


Bacon (FRANCIs). 

CoMFLETE Works. Edited by R. L. 
ELLIS, JAMES SFEDDING, and D. D. 
HEATH. 7 vols. 8vo., £3 135. 6d. 

LETTERS AND LIFE, including all his 
occasional Works. Edited by JAMES 
SFEDDING. 7 vols. 8vo., £ - 

y 


12m0., 38S. 


4 45. 

THE ESSAYS: with Annotations. 
RICHARD WHATELY, D.D.  8vo., 
ros. 6d. 

Tue Essays: Edited, with Notes. By 
F. STORR and C. H. GIBsoN. Cr, 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Tue Essays. With Introduction, Notes, 
and Index. By E. A. ABBoTT, D.D. 
2vols, Fep. 8vo., 65. The Text and 
Index only, without Introduction and 


Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. 8vo., 
as. 6d. 
Bain (ALEXANDER). 
MENTALSCIENCE. Crown 8vo., 6s, 6d. 


MORAL SCIENCE. Crown 8vo., 45. 6d. 
The two works as above can be had in one 
volume, price 10s. 6d, 

SENSES AND THE INTELLECT. 8vo., 155. 
EMOTIONS AND THE WILL. 8vo., rss. 
Locic, DEDUCTIVE AND INDUCTIVE. 

Part I., 4s. Part I1., 6s. 6d. 
PRACTICAL ESSAYS. Crown 8vo., 25. 


Bray.—THE PHILOSOPHY OF NECES- 
SITY; or Law in Mind as in Matter. 
By CHARLES BRAY. Crown 8vo., 55. 


Crozier (JOHN BEATTIE). 

HISTORY OF INTELLECTUAL DEVELOP- 
MENT : on the Lines of Modern Evolu- 
tion. 

Vol. I. Greek and Hindoo Thought ; 
Grzeco-Roman Paganism; Judaism ; 
and Christianity down to the Closing 
of the Schools of Athens by Justi- 
nian, 529 A.D. 8vo., 145. 


CIVILISATION AND PROGRESS; being 
the Outlines of a New System of 
Political, Religious and Social Philo- 
sophy. 8vo., 145. 

Davidson.—TuHE LoGic or Derrini- 

TION, Explained and Applied. By 

ee L. DAvipson, M.A. Crown 
vo., 6s. 


Green (THOMAS HILL). The Works of, 

Edited by R. L. NETTLESHIP. 

Vols. I. and IJ. Philosophical Works 
8vo., 165. each. 

Vol. II. Miscellanies. With Index to 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo., 
215, 

LECTURES ON THE PRINCIPLES OF 
POLITICAL OBLIGATION. 8vo., 55. 


Hodgson (SHADWoRTH H.). 
TIME AND SFACE: a Metaphysical 


Essay. 8vo., 16s. 

THE THEORY OF PRACTICE: an Ethical 
Inquiry. 2vols. 8vo., 245. 

THE PHILOSOFHY OF REFLECTION, 2 
vols. 8vo., 2rs5. 


THE METAPHYSIC OF EXFERIENCE. 4 
vols. I. General Analysis of Experi- 
ence. II. Positive Science. III. Anal- 
ysis of Conscious Action. IV. The 
Real Universe. 4 vols. 8vo., 36s. net. 


Hume.—THE PHILOSOPHICAL WoRKS 
oF DaviD HUME. Edited by T, H. 
GREEN and T. H. GROSE. vols. 8vo., 


56s. Or separately, Essays. 2 vols, 
28s, Treatise of Human Nature. 2 
vols. 28s. 


James.—THE WILL TO BELIEVE, and 
other Essays in Popular Philosophy. 
By WILLIAM JAMES, M.D., LL.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 


Justinian.—THE INSTITUTES oF JUS- 
TINIAN: Latin Text, chiefly that ot 
Huschke, with English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
THOMAS C. SANDARS, M.A. 8vo., r8s. 


Kant (IMMANUEL). 

CRITIQUE OF PRACTICAL REASON, AND 
OTHER WORKS ON THE THEORY OF 
ETHICS. Translated hyT. K. ABBOTT, 
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., 12s. 6d, 

FUNDAMENTAL PRINCIPLES OF THE 
METAFHYSIC OF ETHICS. Trans- 
lated by T, K. ABBOTT, B.D. Crown 
Svo., 35. 
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Mental, Moral and Political Pnilosophy—continued. 


Kant (IMMANUEL)—continued, 


INTRODUCTION 'rO LOGIC, AND HIS 
ESSAY ON THE MISTAKEN SUBTILTY 
OF THE FOUR FIGURES. Translated 
by T. K. ABBOTT. 8vo., 6s. 


(Mill (JOHN SruarRtT)—continued. 


EXAMINATION OF SIR WILLIAM 
HAMILTON'S PHILOSOPHY. 8vo., 16s. 
NATURE, THE UTILITY OF RELIGION, 
AND THEISM. Three Essays. 8vo., 55. 


Killick.—HanpBook To MiLL’s Sys-|_ Romanes.—MIND AND MOTION AND 


TEM OF Locic. By Rev. A. H. KIL- 
LICK, M.A. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Ladd (GEORGE TRUMBULL). 

OUTLINES OF DESCRIPTIVE PSYCHO- 
LOGY : a Text-Book of Mental Science 
for Colleges and Normal Schools. 
8vo., I2s, 


PHILOSOPHY OF KNOWLEDGE: an In- 
quiry into the Nature, Limits and 
Validity of Human Cognitive Faculty. 
8vo., 18s. 


PHILOSOPHY OF MIND: an Essay on 
the Metaphysics of Psychology. 8vo., 
16s. 

ELEMENTS OF PHYSIOLOGICAL Psy- 
CHOLOGY. 8yo., 218. 


OUTLINES OF PHYSIOLOGICAL Psy- 
CHOLOGY. A Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Academies and Colleges. 
8vo., 125. 


PRIMER OF PSYCHOLOGY. Crown 8vo., 
55. 6d. 


Lutoslawski.—THE ORIGIN AND 


GROWTH OF PLATO’s Logic. By W. 
LUTOSLAWSKI. 8vo., 215. 

Max Muller (F.). 
THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8Vvo.,, 2I5. 


THREE INTRODUCTORY LECTURES ON 
THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8vo., 
25. 6d. net. 


Mill.—ANALYSIS OF THE PHENOMENA 
OF THE HUMAN MIND. By JAMES 
MILL. 2 vols, 8vo., 285. 


Mill (JOHN STUART). 
A SYSTEM OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 
ON LIBERTY. Cr. 8vo., 15. 4d. 


CONSIDERATIONS ON REPRESENTATIVE 
GOVERNMENT. Crown 8vo., 2s. 


UTILITARIANISM. 8vo., 25. 6d, 








Weber.—HIstTory oF 


MOoNisM. By GEORGE JOHN ROMANES, 
LL.D., F.R.S. Crown 8vo., 45. 6d. 


Stock (ST. GEORGE). 


DEDUCTIVE LoGic. Fecp. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

LECTURES IN THE LYCEUM; or, Aris- 
totle’s Ethics for English Readers. 
Edited by ST. GEORGE STOCK, 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 


Sully (JAMEs). « 


THE HUMAN MIND: «# Text-book of 


Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo., 21s. 
OUTLINES OF PSYCHOLOGY. Crown 
8VO., Qs. 


THE TEACHER'S HANDBOOK OF Psy- 
CHOLOGY. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 


STUDIES OF CHILDHOOD. 8vo. ros. 6d. 


CHILDREN’S Ways: heing Selections 
from the Author’s ‘Studies of Child- 
hood,’ with some additional Matter. 


With 25 Figures in the Text. Crown 
8vo., 45. 6d. 
Sutherland. — THE ORIGIN AND 


GROWTH OF THE MORAL INSTINCT. 
By ALEXANDER SUTHERLAND, M.A. 
2vols. 8vo., 28s. 


Swinburne.—Picture Locic: an 


Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By ALFRED JAMES SWIN- 
BURNE, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts. 
Crowa 8vo., 55. 


PHILOSOPHY. 
By ALFRED WEBER, Professor in the 
University of Strasburg, Translated hy 
FRANK THILLY, Ph.D. 8vo., 16s. 


Whately (ARCHBISHOP). 


BACON’S Essays. With Annotations. 
Svo., 105, 6d. 

ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo., 45. 6d, 

ELEMENTS OF RHETORIC. Cr. 8vo., 
45. 6d. i 

LESSONS ON REASONING, 
1s. 6d, 


Fep. 8vo., 
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy—continued. 


Zeller (Dr EDWARD, Professor in the | Zeller (Dr. EDWARD)})-—continued. 


University of Berlin). 


THE Stoics, EPICUREANS, AND SCEP- 
Tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J. 
REICHEL, M.A, Crown 8vo., 155. 


OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF GREEK 
PHILOSOPHY. Translated by SARAH 
F. ALLEYNE and EVELYN ABBOTT. 
Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 


J 


PLATO AND THE OLDER ACADEMY. 
Translated hy SARAH F, ALLEYNE 
and ALFRED Goopwin, B.A. Crown 
8vo., 18s. 

SOCRATES AND THE SOCRATICSCHOOLS. 
Translated by the Rev, O. J. REICHEL, 
MA _ Crown &vo., ros. 6d. 

ARISTOTLE AND THE EARLIER PERI- 
PATETICS. Translated by B., F, C. 
COSTELLOE, M.A., and J. H. MUIR- 
HEAD, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., 245. 





MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 
{ Stonyhurst Series. j 


A MANUAL OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 
By C.S. DEvAS, M.A. Cr. 8vo.. 6s. 6d. 


FIRST PRINCIPLES OF KNOWLEDGE. By 
JOHN RICKABY, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5s. 





GENERAL METAPHYSICS. By JOHN RICK- | 
ABY, S.J. Crown 8vo., 55. 


Locic. By RICHARD F. CLARKE, S J. 
Crown 8vo., 55. 


MORAL PHILOSOPHY (ETHICS AND NATU- 
RAL LAw). By Josrru RICKABY, S.J. 
Crown &vo., 55. 


NATURAL THEOLOGY. By BERNARD 
BOEDDER, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 


PsYCHOLOGY. By MICHAEL MAHER, 
S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 


— 


History and Science of Language, &c. 


Davidson.—LEADING ANDIMPORTANT 
ENGLISH WorDs: Explained and Ex- 
emplified. By WILLIAM L. DAVID- 
SoN, M.A. Fcp. &vo., 35. 6d. 





| 
Farrar.—LANGUAGE AND LANGUAGES. | 
By F. W. FARRAR, D.D., F.R.S., Cr. ! 
8vo., 65. | 


Graham.—ENGLISsH SYNONYMS, Class - , 
fied and Explained: with Practical | 
Exercises. By G. F. GRAHAM. Feap | 
8vo., 65. 


Max Miiller (F.). 


Tur SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE, Founded | 
on Lectures delivered at the Rove 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols. 


Crown 8vo., ros. | 


BIOGRAFHIES OF WORDS, AND THE 
HOME OF THE ARYAS. Crown 8vo., 


5S. í 


Max Müller (F.)—continued, 


THREE LECTURES ON THE SCIENCE 
OF LANGUAGE, AND ITS PLACE IN 
GENERAL EDUCATION, delivered at 
Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo., 35. net. 


Roget.— THESAURUS OF ENGLISH 
WORDS AND PHRASES. Classified and 
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By PETER MARK ROGET, 
M.D., F.R.S. Recomposed throughout, 
enlarged and improved, partly from the 
Author’s Notes, and with a full Index, 
by the Author’s Son, JOHN LEWIS 
ROGET. Crown 8&vo., 105. 6d. 


Whately.—ENGLIsH SYNONYMS. 


By 
E, JANE WHATELY, 


Fcap. 8vo., 35. 
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Political Economy and Economics. 
Ashley.—ENGLIsH Economic History | Macleod (HENRY DUNNING)—cont. 


AND THEORY. By W. J. ASHLEY. 
Cr, 8vo,, Part 1., 55. Part II., ros. 6d. 


Bagehot.—Economic STUDIES. By 
ALTER BAGEHOT. Cr, 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Brassey.—PAPERS AND ADDRESSES ON 
WorK AND WaGEs. By Lord BRASSEY. 
Crown 8vo., 55. 


Channing.—THE TRUTH ABOUT AGRI- 
CULTURAL DEPRESSION : An Economic 
Study of tbe Evidence of the Royal 
Commission. By FRANCIS ALLSTON 
CHANNING, M.P., one of the Commis- 
sion. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Devas.—A MANUAL OF POLITICAL 
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 


Dowell.—A HISTORY oF TAXATION 
AND TAXES IN ENGLAND, from the 
Earliest Times to the Year 1885. 
STEFHEN DOWELL (4 vols, 8vo.). Vols. 
l. and II. The History of Taxation, 
2rs. Vols, III, and IV. The History of 
Taxes, 2rs. 


Jordan.—THE STANDARD OF VALUE. 
By WILLIAM LEIGHTON JORDAN, 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Macleod (HENRY DUNNING). 
BIMETALISM. 8vo., 55. net. 
THE ELEMENTS OF BANEING,. Crown 
8vo., 38. 6d. 
THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF BANE- 
ING. Vol. I. 8vo., 12s. Vol. IT. 14s. 


JHE THEORY OF CREDIT. 8vo. Vol. 
I. ros. net. Vol. II., Part Í., ros. net, 
Vol. II. Part 11., ros. net. 

INDIAN CURRENCY. 8vo., 25s, 6d. net. 

Mill.—Po.iticaL Economy. By JOHN 

STUART MILL. 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., 356d. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 308. 
Mulhall.—InpDusTRIESs AND WEALTH 


oF Nations. By MICHAEL G. MUL- 
HALL, F.S.S. With 32 Full-page 
Diagrams, Crown 8vo., 8s. 6d. 


Soderini.—SOcIALISM AND CATHOLI- 
CISM. From the Italian of Count 
EDWARD SoODERINI. By RICHARD 
JENERY-SHEE. With a Preface hy 
Cardinal VAUGHAN. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Symes.—Po.iTicaAL Economy : a Short 
Text-book of Political Economy. With 
a Supplementary Chapter on Socialism. 
By J. E. Symes, M.A. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


Toynbee.—LECTURES ON THE IN- 
DUSTRIAL REYOLUTION OF THE 18th 
CENTURY IN ENGLAND. By ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE. With a Memoir of the 
Author by BENJAMIN JOWETT, D.D. 
8vo., ros. 6d. 

W ebb (SIDNEY and BEATRICE). 

THE HISTORY OF TRADE UNIONISM. 
With Map and full Bibliography ot 
the Subject. 8vo., 18s. 

INDUSTRIAL DEMOCRACY: a Study in 
Trade Unionism. 2 vols. 8vo.,255. net. 

PROBLEMS OF MODEREN INDUSTEY. 
8vo., 75. 6a. 


STUDIES IN ECONOMICS AND POLITICAL SCIENCE. 
Issued under the auspices of the London School of Economies and Political Science. 
THE HISTORY oF LOCAL RATES IN ENG- | DEPLOIGE’S REFERENDUM EN SUISSE. 


LAND: Five Lectures. By EDWIN 
CANNAN, M.A. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


GERMAN SOCIAL DEMOCRACY. By 
BERTRAND RUSSELL, B.A. With an 
Appendix on Social Democracy and 
the Woman Question in Germany hy 
ALYS RUSSELL, B.A. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6. 


SELECT DOCUMENTS ILLUSTRATING THE 

HISTORY OF TRADE UNIONISM. 
x. The Tailoring Trade. Edited hy 
W., F. GALTON. With a Preface 
hy SIDNEY Wess, LL.B. Crown 

Bvo., 55. 

LOCAL VARIATIONS OF RATES AND 
WaGEs. By F., W, LAURENCE, B.A., 


Translated with Introduction and Notes, 
by C. P, TREVELYAN, M.A. 

[Zn preparation 

SELECT DOCUMENTS ILLUSTRATING THE 

STATE REGULATION oF WAGES. 

Edited, with Introduction and Notes, 
by W. A. S. HEWINS, M.A. 

(Zn preparation. 


HUNGARIAN GILD RECORDS. Edited by 
Dr. JULIUS MANDELLO, of Budapest, 
[77n preparation. 


THE RELATIONS BETWEEN ENGLAND 
AND THE HANSEATIC LEAGUE. By Miss 
E. A. MACARTHUR. [čz reparation. 


Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. | THE Economıc POLICY OF COLBERT, 


[Zn the press, 


By A, J. SARGENT, B.A. [Z7 preparation. 
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Evolution, Anthropology, &c. 


Clodd (EDWARD). 


THE STORY OF CREATION : a Plain Ac- 
count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 


A PRIMER OF EVOLUTION: being a 
Popular Abridged Edition of ‘The 
Story of Creation’. With Illus- 
trations. Fep. 8vo., 15. 6d. 


Lang.—CusTtom AND MYTH: Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. By ANDREW 
LanG. With rs Illustrations. Crown 
Bvo., 35. 6d. 


Lubboeck.—THE ORIGIN OF CIVILISA- 
TION and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By Sir J. Lupsock, Bart., M.P. 
With 5 Plates and 2o Illustrations in the 
Text. S8vo., r8s. 


Romanes (GEORGE JOHN}. 

DARWIN, AND AFTER DARWIN: an Ex- 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian 
Questions, 

Part I. THE DARWINIAN THEORY, 
With Portrait of Darwin and 125 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ros. 6a. 

Part II. PosT-DARWINIAN QUES- 
TIONS: Heredity and Utility. With 
Portrait of the Author and 5 Tilus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 105s. 6d. | 

Part III. Post-DARWINIAN QUES- 
TIONS: Isolation and Physiological 
Selection. Crown 8vo., 55. 


AN EXAMINATION OF WEISMANNISM. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Essays. Edited by C. LLOYD 
MORGAN, Principal of University 
College, Bristol. Crown 8vo., 65. 


Classical Literature, Translations, &c. 
Abbott.—Hexivenica. A Collection of | Cicero.—CIcERO’s CORRESPONDENCE. 


Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy, 
History, and Religion. Edited by 
EVELYN ABBOTT, M.A LL.D. Crown 
8vo., 75. 6d. 


Æschylus.—EUMENIDES OF ÆSCHY- 
LUS. With Metrical English Translation. 
By J. F. DAVIES, 8vo., 75. 


Aristophanes.—The ACHARNIANS OF 
ARISTOPHANES, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y, TYRRELL. Cr. 8vo., Is. 


Aristotle.—YOoUTH AND OLD AGE, 
LIFE AND DEATH, AND RESPIRATION. 
Translated, with Introduction and 
Notes, by W. OGLE, M.A.„ M.D., 
F.R.C.P. 8vo., 75. 6d. 


Becker (W. A.) Translated by the 
Rev. F. Metcalfe, B.D. 


GALLUs: or, Roman Scenes in the Time 
of Augustus. With 26 Illustrations. 
Post 8vo., 35. 6d. 

CHARICLES: or, Illustrations of the 
Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
With 26 Illustrations. Post 8vo. , 35. 62. 

Butler.— THE AUTHORESS OF THE 

ODYSSEY, WHERE AND WHEN SHE 

WROTE, WHO SHE WAS, THE UsE SHE 

MADE OF THE ILIAD, AND HOW THE 

POEM GREW UNDER HER HANDS. By 

SAMUEL BUTLER, Author of ‘Erewhon,’ 

&c. With rq Illustrations and 4 Maps. 

8vo., 105. 64. 


By R. Y. TYRRELL. Vols. I., II., III. 
8vo., each x25. Vol. IV., 15s. Vol 
V., 145. 


Homer. — THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 
Freely rendered into English Prose for 
the use of those that cannot read the 
original. By SAMUEL BUTLER, Author 
of ‘Erewhon,’ ‘ Life and Habit,’ etc. 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 


Horace.—THE Works oF HORACE, 
rendered into English Prose. With 
Life, Introduction, and Notes. By 
WILLIAM CouTTs, M.A. Crown 8vo., 
55. net. 


Lang.—HoOMER AND THE Epic. By 
ANDREW LANG. Crown 8vo,, gs. net. 


Tucan.—THE PHARSALIA OF LUCAN., 
Translated into Blank Verse. By 
Sir EDWARD RIDLEY. 8vo., 145. 


Mackail.—SELECT EPIGRAMS FROM 
THE GREEK ANTHOLOGY. By J. W. 
MACKAIL. Edited with a Revised Text, 
Introduction, Translation, and Notes 
8vo., 65. 


Rich.—A DICTIONARY OF ROMAN AND 
GREEK ANTIQUITIES. By A. RICH, 
B.A. With 2000 Woodcuts. Crown 
8v0., 75. 6d. 
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Classical Literature, Translations, &e.—continued. 


Sophocles.—Translated into English, Virgil.—THEr AENEID OF VIRGIL. Trans- 
erse. By ROBERT WHITELAW, M.A,,| lated into English Verse by JOHN CoN- 
Assistant Master in Rugby School. Cr.! INGTON. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
8vo., 8s. 6d, THE POEMS OF VIRGIL. Translated 
Tacitus.—THE History or P. Cor- into English Prose by JOHN CoNING- 
NELIUS TACITUS. Translated into TON, Crown 8vo., 6s. 
English, with an Introduction and) THE ÆNEID OF VIRGIL, freely translated 
Notes, Critical and Explanatory, by into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
ALBERT WILLIAM QUILL, M.A., THORNHILL. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 


ae ase oe L, 8vo. 7s. 62.5) Tae Ænsm or Vicin. Translated 
GE; »» 12S, Od, into English Verse by JAMES 


Tyrrell.. TRANSLATIONS INTO GREEK RHOADES. 
AND LATIN VERSE. Edited by R. Y. Books I.- VI. Crown 8vo., 55. 
TYRRELL. 8vo., 6s. Books VII.-XII. Crown 8vo., 55. 


Poetry and the Drama. 


Allingham (WILLIAM). Armstrong (G.F.SAVAGE)—continued. 
In1isH SONGS AND PozMs. With Fron-| KING SoLtomon. (The Tragedy of 
tispiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe. Israel, Part ILI.) Fep. 8vo., 6s, 
Fcp. 8vo., 6s, UGONE: a Tragedy. Fep. 8vo., 6s. 
; A GARLAND FROM GREECE: Poems, 
LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD. With Por- Fep. 8vo., 75. 6d. 


trait of the Author. Fep. 8vo., 35. 6d. STORIES oF WICKLOW: Poems, Fep. 


FLOWER PIECES; DAV AND NIGHT 8vo., 75, 6d. 
Soncs; BALLADS. With 2 Designs| MEPHISTOPHELES IN BROADCLOTH: a 


by D. G. ROSSETTI. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. ; Satire. Fcp. 8vo., 45. 
large paper edition, ras. ONE IN THE INFINITE: a Poem. Cr. 
8vo., 75. 6d, 


LIFE AND PHANTASY: with Frontis- 
piece by Sir J. E. MıLLais, Bart., ! Armstrong.—THE POETICAL WORKS 


and Design by ARTHUR HUGHES.| OF EDMUND J. ARMSTRONG. Fcp. 
Fcp. 8vo., , 6s. ; large paper edition, r2s., | 8vo., §s. 


THOUGHT AND WORD, AND ASHBY Arnold.—THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD: 
MANOR: a Play. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. ;large| Or, the Great Consummation. By Sir 
paper edition, ras. EDWIN ARNOLD. With r4 Illustra- 

tions after HOLMAN Hunt. Crown 

BLACKBERRIES, Imperial 16mo., 6s. 8vo., 65. 


Sets of the above 6 vols, may be had in| Beesly (A. H.). 
untform half-parchment binding, price 305. BALLADS, AND OTHER VERSE. Fep, 


Bvo., 55. 
Armstrong (G. F. SAVAGE). pos on OTHER VERSE. Fcp, 
PoEMs: Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp, Bell (Mrs. Huon) 
8vo., 6s. CHAMBER COMEDIES: a Collection of 
KING SAUL. (The Tragedy of Israel, Plays and Monologues for the Draw- 


ing Room. Crown 8vo., 6s, 
FAIRY TALE PLAYS, AND HOW TO ACT 
KING DAvipD. (The Tragedy of Israel, THEM, With ọr Diagrams and 52 
Part II.) Fcp. 8vo., 6s. Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Part I.) Fep. 8vo., 5s. 
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Poetry and the Drama— continued. 


Cochrane (ALFRED). 


‘THE KESTREL'S NEST,and other Verses. 
Fep. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


LEVIORE PLECTRO: Occasional Verses. 
Fep. 8vo., 34 6d. 


Douglas. — PoEMs of A COUNTRY 
GENTLEMAN. By Sir GEORGE DOUG- 
LAS, Bart. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Goethe. 
FAUST, Part I., the German Text, with 
Introduction and Notes. By ALBERT 
M. SELss, Ph. D., M.A. Cr. 8vo., 5s. 


THE FIRST PART OF THE TRAGEDY 
OF GOETHE'S FAUST IN ENGLISH. 
By Tuos. E. WeBR, LL.D. New 
and Cheaper Edition, with the Death 
of Faust, from the Second Part. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Gurney (Rev. ALFRED, M.A.). 
DAY-DREAMS: Poems. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 


LOYE’S FRUITION, and other Poems. 
Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


Hampton.—Fork REMEMBRANCE. A 
Record of Life’s Beginnings. Three 
Poetical Quotations for Every Day in 
the Year for Birth, Baptism, Death. 
Illustrative of our Life, Temporal, Spirit- 
ual, Eternal. Interleaved for Names. 
Compiled by the Lady LAURA HAmpP- 
TON. Fep. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Ingelow (JEAN). 
POETICAL WORKS. 2vols. Fep.8vo., 12s. 


Complete in One Volume. Crown 
8vo., 75. 6d. 
LYRICAL AND OTHER PoEMS. Selected 


from the Writings of JEAN INGELOW. 
Fep. 8vo., 25. 6a.; cloth plain, 35. 
cloth gilt. 


Lang (ANDREW). 
GRASS OF PARNASSUS. 
25. 6d, net. 
THE BLUE PoETRY Book. Edited by 
ANDREW LanG. With zoo Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Fcp. 8vo., 


Layard.—Sonçs ıN Many Moons. 
By Nıīna F. LAYARD. And THE 
WANDERING ALBATROSS, &c. By 
‘ANNIE CORDER. In one volume. 
Crown 8vo., 55, 


| Lecky.—Porems. By W. E, H. Lecky. 


Fep. 8vo., §5. 


Lytton (THE EARL OF) 
MEREDITH). 


THE WANDERER. 
LUCILE, 
SELECTED POEMS. 


{OWEN 


Cr. 8vo., ros. 6d. 
Crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 
Cr. 8vo., ros. 6a. 


Macaulay.—lLays or ANCIENT ROME, 
WITH IVRY, AND THE ARMADA. By 
Lord MACAULAY. 
Illustrated by G. SCHARF. 

10s. 6d. 


Fep. 4to., 


Edition. 








—_—_——. Bijou 

18mo., 25. 6d., gilt top. 

———— Popular Edition. 
Fcp. 4to., 6d. sewed, 1s. cloth. 

Illustrated by J. R. WEGUELIN. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


Annotated Edition. 
sewed, 15. 6a. cloth. 





Fcp. 8vo., Is. 


MacDonald (GuorGcE, LL.D.). 

A Book OF STRIFE, IN THE FORM OF 
THE DIARY OF AN OLD SOUL: Poems. 
r8mo., 65. 

RAMPOLLI: GROWTHS FROM A LONG- 
PLANTED ROOT; being Translations, 
new and old (mainly in versc), chiefly 
from the German; along with 'A 
Year’s Diary of an Old Soul’. Crown 
8vo., 65. 


Woffat.—CRICKETY CRICKET: Rhymes 
and Parodies. By DOUGLAS MOFFAT. 
With Frontispiece hy Sir FRANK LOCK- 
woop, Q.C., M.P., and 53 Illustrations 
hy the Author. Crown 8vo., 25. 6. 


Morris (WILLIAM). 

POETICAL WORKS— LIBRARY EDITION. 

Complete in Ten Volumes. Crown 
8vo., price 6s. each :— 

THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 4 vols. 
each. 

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON. 6s. 

THE DEFENCE OF GUENEYERE, and 
other Poems. 6s. 

Tue STORY OF SIGURD THE VOLSUNG, 
and the Fall of the Niblungs. 6s. 

Love Is ENOUGH; or, The Freeing of 
Pharamond : a Morality; and POEMS 
BY THE WAY. 65. 


6s. 
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Poetry and the Drama—continued. 


Morris (WILLIAM)—continued. Romanes.—A SELECTION FROM THE 

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. Done into| POEMS OF GEORGE JOHN ROMANES, 

English Verse. 6s. M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. With an Intro- 

THE ÆNEIDS OF VIRGIL. Done into| duction by T. HERBERT WARREN, 

Englisb Verse. 6s. President of Magdalen College, Oxford, 
—— Crown 8vo., 4s. 6d. ọ 


Certain of the Poetical Works may also be 
had in the following Editions :— 
THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 


Russell.—_SonneETs ON THE SONNET: 
an Anthology compiled by the Rev. 
Popniar Edition. 5 vols. x12mo.,| MATTHEW RUSSELL, S.J. Crown &vo., 


25s.; or ss. each, sold separately. 35. 6d. 


TE ate Bo ener Shakespeare.—BoOwDLeEr’s FAMILY 
Cheap Edition, inrvol. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. eres stages ae 38 poor ents. 
Loveds ENOUGH .-or, ‘Lhe Ereeing of} 2279. oo t4 AE I o ee 


Pharamond: a Morality. Square! 8V¥0, 215. 
crown 8vo., 75. 6d. THE SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
POEMS BY THE Way. Square crown | By Mary F. DUNBAR. 32mo., Is. 6d. 
Bvo., 65. 
* * Po, 17: + Tupper.—Porms. By JOHN LUCAS 
A ake eae Prose i" Tupper. Selected and Edited by 
Nesbit.—L AYS AND LEGENDS. By E WILLIAM MICHAEL ROSSETTI. Crown 
: : ~{ BVvO., 5s. 


NeEsBIT (Mrs. HUBERT BLAND). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. Second| wWordsworth.— SELECTED POEMS. 


Series, with Portrait. Crown 8vo., 5s. B 

: : ; y ANDREW LANG. With Photo- 
ley, Jae FUT COME): . p : gravure Frontispiece of Rydal Mount. 
LD FASHIONED NOSES: 7 OCMS.) With 16 Illustrations and nnomerous 
Te a: Initial Letters By ALFRED Parsons, 


A CHILD-WoRLD: POEMS. Fep. 8vo. | A.R.A. Crown Bvo., gilt edges, 35. 6d. 


ROLAT oF Doc SIFERS. Witb 43| Wordsworth and Coleridge.—A 
Hilustrations by C. M  RELYEA. DESCRIPTION OF THE WORDSWORTH 
Crown 8vo., 6s. AND COLERIDGE MANUSCRIPTS IN THE 

THE GOLDEN YEAR. From the Verse| Possession oF Mr. T. NORTON LONG- 
and Prose of JAMES WHITCOMB]; MAN. Edited, with Notes, by W. HALE 
RILEY. Compiled by CLARA E.| WHITE. With 3 Facsimile Reproduc- 
LAUGHLIN. Fep. 8vo. tions. 4to., ros. 6d. 


Allingham.—CrookEep PaTus. By ! Deland (MARGARET). 


FRANCIS ALLINGHAM. Cr. 8vo., 65 
Anstey.—Voces PoruLi. Reprinted | PHILIP AND HIS WIFE. Cr. 8vo., 25. 6d. 


from ‘Punch’. By F. ANSTEY. First) Tye Wispom or FOOLS: Stories. Cr 


Series. With 20 Illustrations by J. Bunn 
BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Cr, 8vo., 35. 6d. ae 
Beaconsfield (THE EARL oF). OLD CHESTER TALES. Crown 8vo 


NOVELS AND TALES. 
Completein 1x vols. Cr. 8vo., 15. 6d. 





each. 
Vivian Grey. Sybil. Diderot.— RAMEAU’s NEPHEW: a 
TheYonngDuke,&c. | Henrietta Temple. Translation from Diderot's Autographic 
Alroy, ixion, &c. Venetia. Text. By SYLVIA MARGARET HILL, 
Contarini Fleming, | Coningsby. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 
&e. Lothair. 
Tancred. Endymion. 


NOVELS AND TALES. ‘The Hugbenden 
Edition. With 2 Portraits and 11} Dougall.—BrcGars ALL. By L 
Vignettes. x1 vols. Cr. 8vo., 425, DOUGALL. Crown 8vo., 35. 64. 
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Fiction, Humour, &¢e.—continued. 


Doyle (A. Conan). 

MICAH CLARKE: a Tale of Monmouth’s 
Rebellion. With zo Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE CAPTAIN OF THE POLESTAR, and 
other Tales. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE REFUGEES: a Tale of the Hugue- 
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d. 

THe SrarK-MunrRo LETTERS. Cr, 
8vo., 35. Gd. 


Farrar (F. W., Dean of Canterbury). 

DARKNESS AND DAWN: or, Scenes in 
the Days of Nero. An Historic Tale. 
Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. 

GATHERING CLouDS: a Tale of the 
Days of St. Chrysostom. Crown 
8vo., 75. 6d. 

Fowler (Epitx H.). 

THE YOUNG PRETENDERS. A Story of 
Child Life. With r2 Illustrations by 
PHILIP BURNE-JONES. Cr. 8vo.. 6s. 

THE PROFESSOR’S CHILDREN. With 
24 Illustrations by ETHEL KATE 
BURGESS. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Froude.—THE Two CuHIEFs oF DUN- 
BOY: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. By James A. FROUDE. Cr. 
8vo., 35. 6d. 

Gilkes.—K ALLISTRATUS: An Autobio- 
graphy. A Story of the Hannibal and 
the Second Punic War. 
GILKES, M.A., Master of Dulwich Col- 
lege. With 3 Illustrations by MAURICE 
GREIFFENHAGEN, Crown 8vo., 65. 


By A. H. | 


Haggard (H. RIDER)—continued. 


ALLAN QUATERMAIN. With 3r Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

MAIWA'S REVENGE. Crown 8vo., 15. 6d, 

COLONEL QUARITCH, V.C. Cr. 8vo., 


35. 6d. 

CLEOPATRA. With 29 Illustrations 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 

BEATRICE. Cr. 8vo., 35. 62. 

Exic BRIGHTEYES. With sı Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

NADA THE LILY. With 23 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


ALLAN’S WIFE. With 34 Iustrations, 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE WITcH’s HEAD. With r6 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 35. 62. 

MR. MEESON’s WILL. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Dawn. With 16 Illustrations. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 


Haggard and Lang.—1HE WorRLD’s 
DESIRE. By H. RIDER HAGGARD and 
ANDREW LANG. With 27 Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Harte.— IN THE CARQUINEZ Woops, 
and other Stories) By BRET HARTE. 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Hope.—THEeE HEART OF PRINCESS 
OsRA. By ANTHONY Hope. With 9 
Illustrations by JOHN WILLIAMSON. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Hornung.—THE UNBIDDEN GUEST, 
By E. W. HORNUNG. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Crown 


Graham.—Tue RED SCAUR : a Story | Jerome.—SKETCHES IN LAVENDER: 


of tbe North Country. By P. ANDER- 
SON GRAHAM. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


Gurdoen.—MEMORIES AND FANCIES: 


Suffolk Tales and other Stories; Fairy | Joyce. — OLD CELTIC 


Legends; Poems; Miscellaneous Arti- 
cles, By the late LADY CAMILLA 
GURDON, Author of ‘Suffolk Folk- 
Lore’, Crowu 8vo., 55. 


Haggard (H. RIDER). l 
HEART OF THE WORLD. With I5 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 
Joan Haste. With 20 Illustrations. 

Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 
THz PEOPLE OF THE MisT. With 16 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


MonTEZUMA’S DAUGHTER. With 24 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
SHE. With 32 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 


35. Gd, 


Blue and Green. By JEROME K. 
JEROME, Author of ‘Three Men in a 
Boat,’ &c. Crown 8vo., 6s. 


ROMANCES : 
Twelve of the most beautiful of the 
Ancient Irish Romantic Tales. Trans- 
lated from the Gaelic. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Lang.—A MONK oF FIFE: a Story of 
the Days of Joan of Arc. By ANDREW 
LANG. With 23 Illustrations by SELWYN 
IMAGE. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Levett-Y eats (S.). 


THE CHEVALIER D'AURIAC. 
8vo., 6s. 

A GALAHAD OF THE CREEKS, and 
other Stories. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

THERE HEART OF DENISE, and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo,, 65 


Crown 
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Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued. 


Lyall (Epna). 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SLANDER. 
Fcp. 8vo., 15. sewed. 
Presentation Edition. 
trations by LANCELOT SPEED. 
8vo., 25. 6d, net. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A TRUTH. 
Fep, 8vo., 1s. sewed ; 1s. 6d. cloth. 
DOREEN : The Story of a Singer. Cr. 

8vo.,.65. 
WAYFARING MEN. 
Hore THE HERMIT: 


With 20 Illus- 
Cr. 


Crown 8vo., 6s. 
a Romance of 


Borrowdale. Crown 8vo., 65. 
Melville (G. J. WHYTE). 
The Gladiators. Holmby House. 


The Interpreter. Kate Coventry. 

Good for Nothing. Digby Grand. 

The Queen’s Maries. | General Bounce. 
Cr. 8vo., 15. 6d. each. 


Merriman.—FLotTsam : a Story of the 
Indian Mutiny. By HENRY SETON MER- 
RIMAN. With Frontispiece and Vignette 
by H.G. Massey, A.R.E. Crown 8vo., 
35. 6d. 


Morris (WILLIAM). 

THE SUNDERING FLOOD. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

THE WATER OF THE WONDROUS ISLES. 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 

THE WELL AT THE WORLD'S END. 
vols,, 8vo., 285. 

THE STORY OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN, 
which has been also called The Land 
of the Living Men, or The Acre of 
the Undying. Square post 8vo., 5s. 
net. 

THE ROOTS OF THE MOUNTAINS, 
Written in Prose and Verse. Square 
crown 8vo., 8s. 

A TALE OF THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF- 
INGS. Written in Prose and Verse. 
Square crown 8vo., 65. 

A DREAM OF JOHN BALL, AND A 
KING'S LESSON. r2mo., 15. 6d. 

NEWS FROM NOWHERE; or, An Epoch 
of Rest. Post 8vo., rs. 6d. 

*.* For Mr. William Morris’s Poetical 

Works, see p. ro. 


Newman (CARDINAL). 


Loss AND GAIN: The Story of a Con- 
vert. Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edition, 
6s.; Popular Edition, 3s. 6d. 

CaLuisTa: A Tale of the Third Cen- 
tury, Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edition, 
6s.; Popular Edition, 35. 6d. 
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Oliphant.—OLp Mr. TREDGOLD. By 
Mrs. OLIPHANT. Crown 8vo,, 2s. 6d. 


Phillipps-Wolley.—Snap: a Legend 
of the Lone Monntain. By C. PHIL- 
LIPPS-WOLLEY. With r3 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 


Quintana.—THE CID CAMPEADOR; 
an Historical Romance. By D. 
ANTONIO DE TRUEBA Y LA QUINTANA. 
Trauslated from the Spanish by HENRY 
J. GILL, M.A., T.C.D. Crown 8vo., 6s, 


Rhoscomyl (OWEN). 

THE JEWEL OF YNYS GALON: heing 
a hitherto unprinted Chapter in the 
History of the Sea Rovers. With 12 
Illustrations by LANCELOT SPEED. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

BATTLEMENT AND TOWER: a Romance. 
With Frontispiece by KR. CATON 
WOODVILLE. Crown 8vo., 65. 

FoR THE WHITE ROSE OF ARNO: A 
Story of the Jacobite Rising of 1745. 

| Crown 8vo., 6s. 


i Sewell (ELIZABETH M.). 
A Glimpse of the World. | Amy Herbert. 


Laneton Parsonage, Cleve Hall, 
Margaret Percival. Gertrude. 
Katharine Ashton. Home Life. 
The Earl's Daughter. After Life. 
The Experience of Life. | Ursula. Ivors. 


Cr. 8vo., 15. 6d, each, cloth plain. 2s. 6d, 
each, cloth extra, gilt edges. 


Stevenson (RosgegT Louis). 

THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL 
AND MR. Hype. Fcp. &8vo., rs. 
sewed, 1s. 6d. cloth. 

THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL 
AND MR. HYDE; with Other Fables. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

MoRE NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS—THE 
DYNAMITER. By ROBERT LOUIS 
STEVENSON and FANNY VAN DE 
GRIFT STEVENSON. Crown 6&vo., 
35. Od. 

THE WronG Box. By ROBERT LOuIs 
STEYENSON and LLOYD OSBOURNE. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Suttner.— Lay Down Your ARMs 
(Die Waffen Nieder): The Autobio- 
graphy of Martha Tilling. By BERTHA 
VON SUTTNER. ‘Translated by T. 


HOLMES. Crown 8vo., 15. 6d. 
Taylor.— EARLY ITALIAN’ LOVE- 
STORIES. Edited and Retold by UNA 


TAYLOR. 


With r2 Illustrations by H. 
J. FORD. 
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Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued. 


Trollope (ANTHONY). Watson.—RACING AND CHASING: a 
THE WARDEN, Cr. 8vo., Is. 6d. Volume of Sporting Stories and 
BARCHESTER TOWERS. Cr, 8vo., 15, 6d. Sketches. By ALrRED E. T. WAT- 

SON, Editor of the ' Badminton Maga- 

Weer E Crowa va Ee zine’, With g2 Illustrations. Crown 

Iva KILDARE: a Matrimonial Problem, | 8O 7% 6d. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. enh Weyman (STANLEY). 
a e Part of his Life. Crown) ye House or THE WoLF. Cr. 8vo., 
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER., Crown 3s. 6d, 

8vo., 25, 6d A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE. Cr. 8vo., 6s, 
Cousins. Crown 8vo,, 25, 6d. THE RED COCKADE. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 
TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. Crown SHREWSBURY. With 24 Lllustrations. 

4 
8vo., 25. 6d, Crown 8vo., 6s. 


PAULINE. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. i 
Dicx NETHERBY. Crown 8vo., 25, 6d,| Whishaw (FRED.). 


THE HISTORY OF A WEEK. Crown| A BOYAR OF THE TERRIBLE: a Romance 


8vo. 2s. 6d. of the Court of Ivan the Cruel, First 
A STIFF-NECKED GENERATION. Crown Tzar of Russia. With r2 Illustrations 

8vo. 2s. 6d, i by H. G. MAssEY, A.R.E. Cr, 8vo., 
NAN, and other Stories. Cr. 8vo., 25. 6d. 65. 
THE MISCHIEF OF MONICA. Crown i 

8vo., 2s. 6d, A TSAR'S GRATITUDE. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 


THE ONE GooD GUEST. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d. | Woods.—WEEPING FERRY, and other 
‘PLOUGHED,’ and other Stories. Crown | Stories. By MARGARET L. WooDs, 

8vo., 25. 6d. | Author of ‘A Village Tragedy’. Crown 
THE MATCHMAKER. Cr. 8vo,, 25. 6d. 8vo., 6s. 





Popular Science (Natural History, &c.). 
Butler.—Ovur Housrnoitp Insects. ! Hartwig (Dr. GEORGE)—continued. 
An Account of the Insect-Pests found THE SUBTERRANEAN WORLD. With 
in Dwelling-Houses. By EDWARD A. 3 Mapsand 80 Woodcuts. 8vo., 7s. net. 
BUTLER, B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.). With THE AERIAL WoRLD. With Map, 8 
113 Hlustrations, — Crown: 8vo., 35: 6d. Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo., 75. net. 


Furneaux (W.). HEROES OF THE POLAR WORLD. 19 
THE OUTDOOR WORLD; or, The Young Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 25. 
Collectors Handbook. With 18) WoNnDERS OF THE TROFICAL FORESTS. 
Plates, 16 of which are coloured, 4o Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 25. 


and s549 Illustrations in the Text. | 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 

BUTTERFLIES AND MOTHS (British). 
With 12 coloured Plates and 241 a a E en 29 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., : sere 
7s. 6d. SEA MONSTERS AND SEA BIRDS. 75 

LIFE IN PONDS AND STREAMS. With: Illustrations, Crown 8vo., 25, 6d. 

8 coloured Plates and 331 Illustra-| DENIZENS OF THE DEEP. 117 Illus- 


WORKERS UNDER THE GROUND. 29 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo., 2s. 


tions in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. trations. Crown 8vo., 2s, 6d. 
: VOLCANOES AND EARTHQUAKES. 30 
Hartwig (Dr. GEORGE). Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 25. 6d, 


Tue SEA AND ITS LIVING WONDERS. 
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 
8vo., 75. net. 

THE TROPICAL WORLD. With 8 Plates | Helmholtz.—PoruLAR LECTURES ON 
and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo., 75. net. SCIENTIFIC SUBJECTS. By HERMANN 

THE PoLAR WoRLD. With 3 Maps, 8| von HELMHOLTZ. With 68 Woodcuts, 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts, 8vo.,7s.net.' 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d, each, 


WILD ANIMALS OF THE TROPICS. 
66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 
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Popular Science (Natural History, &c.). 


Hudson (W. H.). 

BRITISH BIRDS. With a Chapter on 
Structure and Classification by FRANK 
E. BEDDARD, F.R.S. With r6 Plates 
(8 of which are Coloured), and over 
I00 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., 75. 6d. 

BIRDS IN LONDON. With 17 Plates 
and 15 Illustrations in the Text. 8vo., 
125, 


Proctor (RICHARD A.). 

LIGHT SCIENCE FOR LEISURE Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo., 5s. each vol. 
Cheap edition, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

ROUGH WAYS MADE SMOOTH. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d 

PLEASANT WAYS IN 
Crown 8vo., 35. 4d. 

NATURE STUDIES. By R.A. PROCTOR, 
GRANT ALLEN, A. WILSON, T. 


SCIENCE. 


FOSTER and E, CLODD. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d, 
LEISURE READINGS. By R. A. PROC- 


TOR, E. CLoDD, A. WILson, T. 

FosTER, and A. C. RANYARD. Cr. 
Svo., 35. 6d. 

*.* For Mr. Proctor's other books see 

Messrs. Longmans & Co.'s Catalogue of 
Scienti—fie Works. 


Stanley.—A FAMILIAR HisToRY OF 
Birps. By E. STANLEY, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Norwich. With 160 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Wood (Rev. J. G.). 


HOMES WITHOUT HANDS: a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With r40 Illustrations. 
8vo., 75. net. 


Wood (Rev. J. G.)—continued. 


INSECTS AT HOME. a Popular Account 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo., 75. net. 


INSECTS ABROAD: a Popular Account 
of Foreign Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
600 illustrations. 8vo., 75. net. 


BIBLE ANIMALS: a Description of 
every Living Creature mentioned in 
the Scriptures. With rr2 Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., 75. net. 


PETLAND REVISITED, With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Out oF Doors; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With rr Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


STRANGE DWELLINGS: a Description 
of the MHabitations of Animals, 
abridged from ‘Homes without 
Hands’. With 60 Illustrations. Cr, 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


BIRD LIFE OF THE BIBLE. 32 IIlustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


WONDERFUL NESTS. 30 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


HOMES UNDER THE GROUND. 28 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


WILD ANIMALS OF THE BIBLE. 29 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


DOMESTIC ANIMALS OF THE BIBLE. 
23 lllustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


THE BRANCH BUILDERS. 
tions, 


28 Illustra- 
Crown 8vo,, 25. 6d. 


SOCIAL HABITATIONS AND PARASITIC 
NESTS. 18 Illustrations, Crown 
8v0., 25, 


Works of Reference. 


Longmans’ GAZETTEER OF THE 
WORLD. Edited by GEORGE G. CHIs- 
HOLM, M.A., B.Sc. Imp. 8vo., £2 25. 
cloth, £2 12s. 6d. half-morocco. 


Maunder (Samuel). 


BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY. With Sup- 
plement brought down to 1889. By 
Rev. JAMES Woop, Fep. 8vo., 6s. 


Maunder (Samuel)—continued. 


TREASURY OF GEOGRAPHY, Physical, 
Historical, Descriptive, and Political. 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates, Fep. 
8vo., 6s. 

THE TREASURY OF BIBLE KNOW- 
LEDGE. By the Rev. J. AYRE, M.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 
Woodcuts, Fep. 8vo., 65. 
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Works of Reference—continued. 


Maunder (Samuel)—continued. 


TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE AND 


LIBRARY OF REFERENCE. Fep. 8vo., |: 
6s. 


HISTORICAL TREASURY : Fep. 8vo., 6s. 


SCIENTIFIC AND LITERARY TREASURY. 
Fep. 8vo., 6s. 


THE TREASURY OF BOTANY. Edited 
by J. LinDiey, F.R.S., and T. 
Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Wood- 
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols. 
Fey. 8vo., ras. 





Roget.--THESAURUS OF ENGLISH WORDS 


AND PHRASES. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Composi- 
tion. By PETER MARK Rocer, M.D., 
F.R.S. Recomposed thronghont, en- 
larged and improved, partly from the 
Anthor's Notes and with a full Index, 
by the Anthor’s Son, JoHN LEWIS 
ROGET. Crown 8vo., ras. 6d. 


Willich.—PoruLar TABLEs for giving 
information for ascertaining the valne of 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Funds, &c. By 
CHARLES M. WILLICH. Edited by H. 
BENCE JONES. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d, 


Children’s Books. 


Buckland.—Two LITTLE Runaways. | Lang (ANDREW)—continued. 


Adapted from the French of Louis 

DESNOYERS. By JAMES BUCKLAND. 

With rro Illustrations by CECIL ALDIN. 

Crake (Rev. A. D.). 

Epwy THE FAIR; or, the First Chro- 
nicleof A%scendune. Crown 8vo. ,25.6d. 

ALFGAR THE DANE: or, the Second Chro- 
nicle of Æscendune. Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

THE RIVAL HEIRS: being the Third 
and Last Chronicle of A®scendune. 
Crown 8vo., 25. 6d. 

THe Housk OF WALDERNE. A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Days of the Barons’ Wars. Crown 
8vo., 25. 6d. 

BRIAN FiTz-CounT. A Story of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Crown 8vo., 25. 6d. 


Lang (ANDREW)—EDITED BY. 


THe BLUE FAIRY Book. With 138 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Tut RED Farry Boor. With 100 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

THE GREEN FAIRY Book. With 99 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

THE YELLOW FAIRY Book. With 104 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Tue Pink Farry Boox. With 67 
Illustrations. Crown &vo., 6s. 

TuE BLUE PoETRY Book. With 100 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. 
Edition, without Illustrations. 
8vo., 25. 6d. 


Fcp. 


School | Sullivan.—HERE THEY ARE! 


THE TRUE STorY Book. With 66 
Illustrations. Crewn 8vo., 6s. 

THE RED TRUE STORY Book. With 
100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
THE ANIMAL STORY Book. With 

67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
THE ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAIN- 


MENTS. With Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 65. 
Meade (L. T.). 
DADDY’s Boy. With Illustrations. 


Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

DEB AND THE DUCHESS. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE BERESFORD PRIZE. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

THE HOUSE OF SURPRISES. With Illu- 
strations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Praeger. (S. ROSAMOND). 

THE ADYENTURES OF THE THREE 
BoLvp BABES: Hector, Honoria and 
Alisander. A Story in Pictures. With 
24 Coloured Plates and 24 Ontline 
Pictures. Oblong 4to., 35. 6d. 

THE FURTHER DOINGS OF THE THREE 
BoLp BABES. With 25 Coloured 
Plates and 24 Outline Pictures. Ob- 
long 4to., 3s. 6d. 


Stevenson.—A CHILD's GARDEN oF 
VERSES. By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
fep. 8vo., 55. 





More 
Stories. Written and Illustrated by 
JAMES F. SULLIYAN. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
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Children’s Books—continued. 


Upton (FLORENCE K., and BERTHA). 


THE ADVENTURES OF Two DUTCH 
DOLLS AND A ‘GOLLIWoGG'. With 
3x Coloured Plates and numerous 
Illustrations in the Text. Oblong 
4to., 6s. 


THE GOLLIWoGG’s BICYCLE CLUB. 
With 3x Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations in the Text. 
Oblong 4qto., 6s. 


Upton (FLORENCE K., and BERTHA)— 
continued, 
THE VEGE-MEN’S REVENGE. With 31 


Coloured Plates and numerous []lus- 
trations inthe Text. Oblong gqto., 6s. 


THE GOLLIWOGG AT THE SEA-SIDE, 


With Coloured Plates and Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Oblong gto., 6s. 


Wordsworth.—THE SNOW GARDEN, 
and other Fairy Tales for Children. By 
ELIZABETH WORDSWORTH. 
Illustrations by 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


With 10 
TREVOE HADDON. 


Longmans’ Series of Books for Girls. 
Price 2s. 6d, each. 


ATELIER (THE) Du Lys: or an Art 
Student in the Reign of Terror. 


By THE SAME AUTHOR. 


Mademoiselle Mori: | The Younger Sister. 
a Tale of Modern | That Child. 
Rome. Under a Cloud. 

In the Olden Time: | Hester's Venture. 
a Tale of the] The Fiddler of Lugau. 
Peasant War in| A Child of the Revoiu- 
Gerinany. tion. | 





ATHERSTONE Priory. By L. N. Comyn. 


THE STORY OF A SPRING MORNING, &c. 
By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. Illustrated. 


THE PALACE IN THE GARDEN. By 
Mrs. MOLESWORTH. Illustrated, 


NEIGHBOURS. By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 


THE THIRD Miss ST. QUENTIN. By) 
Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 





VERY YOUNG; and QUITE ANOTHER 
STORY. Two Stories. By JEAN INGE- 
Low. 


CAN THIS BE Love? By LOUISA PARR. 


KEITH DERAMORE. By the Author of 
‘Miss Molly’. 


SIDNEY. By MARGARET DELAND, 


AN ARRANGED MARRIAGE, By Doro- 
THEA GERARD. 


LAST WoRDS TO GIRLS ON LIFE AT 
SCHOOL AND AFTER SCHOOL. By 
MARIA GREY. 





STRAY THOUGHTS FOR GIRLS, By 
Lucy H. M. Soutssy, Head Mistress 
of Oxford High School. 16mo., rs. 6d. 
net. 


The Silver Library. 


CROWN 8vo. 
Arnold’s (Sir Edwin) Seas and Lands. 
With 71 [llustrations. 35. 6d. 
Bagehot’s (W.) Blographioal Studies. | 
gs. 6d. | 
Bagehot’s(W.) Economlo Studies. 35. 67. | 
Bagehot’s (W.) Literary Studies. With 
Portrait. 3 vols. 35. 6d. each, | 
Baker’s (Slr 8S. W.) Elght Years in| 
| 





Ceylon. With 6 lilustrations. 35. 6d. 
Bakers (Sir 8. W.) Rifle and Hound in 
Ceyion. With 6 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 
Baring-Gouid’s (Rey. S.) Curious Myths 
of the Middio Ages. 335. 6d. 
Baring-Gouid’s (Rey. S.) Origin and 
Deveiopment of Religious Bellef. 2 
vols, 35. 6d. each, 


35. 6d. EACH VOLUME, 


Becker’s (W. A.) Gaiins: or, Roman 
Scenes in the Time of Augustus. With 
26 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 


Becker’s (W. A.) Charicies: or, Illustra- 
tions of the Private Life of the Ancient 
Greeks, With 26 Illustrations. 35. 6d, 


Bent’s (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma- 
shonaiand. With 117 Illustrations. 
35. 6d. 


Brassey’s (Lady) A Voyage In the‘ Sun- 
beam’. With 66 Ilfustrations. 35. 6d, 


Clodd’s (E.) Story of Creation: a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus- 
trations. 35. 6d, 


————_— 


Conybeare (Rey. W. J.) and Howson’s 
(Yery Rey. J. S.) Life and Epistles of 
St. Paul. With 46 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Doagali’s(L.) Beggars Ail; a Novel. 35.6d. 

Doyie’s (A. Conan) Micah Clarke: a Tale 
of Monmouth’'s Rebellion. With 10 
Illustrations. 35. 6d. 


Doyle’s (A. Conan) The Captain of tha 
Polestar, and other Tales. 3s. 6d. 


Doyle’s {A. Conan) The Refugees: A 
Tale of the Huguenots. With 25 
Illustrations, 35. 6d. 

Doyie’s (A. Conan) The Stark Munro 
Letters. 35. 6d. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The History of England, 
from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. 
3s. 6d, each. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The English in Ireland, 
3 vols. ros. 6d. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine 
of Aragon. 35. 6d. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Spanish Story of 
the Armada,and other Essays. 35. 6d. 

Froade’s (J. A.) Short Studies on Great 
Snbjecte. 4 vols., 35. 6d. each. 

Froade’s (J. A.) The Coancil of Trent. 
3s. 6d. 

Froade’e (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 
History of his Life. 

1795-1835. 2vols. 7%. 
1834-1881. o2vols. 7s. 

Froude’e (J, A.) Ceasar: aSketch. 35. 6d. 

Froude’s (J. A.) Gceana; or, England 
and her Colonies, With 9 Illustra- ; 
tions, 3s. 6d. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dan- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. 3s. 6d. 

Glaig’s (Rev. G. R.) Life of the Duke of 
Wellington. With Portrait. 35. 6d. 

Greville’s (C. C. F.) Journal of the 
Reigns of King George 1Y., King 
William IV., and Queen Yictoria. 
8 vols, 35. 6d, each. 

Haggard’s (MH. R.) Sha: A History of 
Adventure. 32 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan Quatermain, 
With 20 lllustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch, 
V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. 3s. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Cleopatra, With 29 
Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’a (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes. 
With 51 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Beatrice. 35. 62. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan’s Wife. With 
24 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 
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The Silver Library—continued. 


Haggard’s (H, R.) Heart of the World. 
With rg Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Montezuma’s Daagh- 
ter. With 25 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) The Witch’s Head. 
With 16 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Mr., Meeson’s Wili. 
With r6 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Nada the Lily. With 
23 lliustrations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H.R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus- 
trations. 35. 6d. 

Haggard’a(H. R.) The Peopie of the Mist. 
With 16 Illustrations. . 6d, 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Joan Haste. With 
20 Illustrations. 35. 6d, 

Haggard (H. R.) and Lang’s (A.) The 
World’s Desire. With 27 Illus. 3s. 6d. 

Harte’s (Bret) In the Carquinez Wooda, 
and other Stories. 35. 6d. 

Helmholtz’s (Hermann yon) Popular Lec- 
turee on Scientific Subjects. With 68 
Illustrations, 2 vols. 35. 6d, each. 

Hornung’s (E. W.) The Unbidden Guest. 
3s. 6d. 

Howitt’s (W.) Visits to Remarkable 
Piaces. With 8ollilustrations. 35. 6d. 

Jefferies’(R.) The Story of My Heart: My 
Autobiography. With Portrait. 35. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) Field and Hedgerow. 
With Portrait. 35. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) Red Deer. 17 Illus. 35. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) Wood Magis: a Fable. 
35. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) The Tellers of the Field. 
With Portrait from the Bust in Salis- 
bury Cathedral. 35. 6d. 

Kaye (Sir J.) and Malieson’s (Colonel) 
History of the Indian Matiny of 
1857-8. 6 vols. 35. 6d. each. 

Knight’s(E. F.)The Cruise of the‘ Alerte’: 
the Narrative of a Search for Treasure 
on the Desert Island of Trinidad. 
With 2 Maps and 23 Illustrations, 
35. Ód. 

Knight’s (E. F.) Where Three Empires 
Meet: a Narrative of Recent Travel in 
Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baltistan, 
Gilgit. With a Map and 54 Illustra- 
tions. 35. 6d 

Knlght’a (E. F.) The ‘Falcon’ on the 
Baltic. With Map and rr Ilustra- 
tions. 3s. 6d. 

Kæstiin’s (J.) Life of Luther. With 62 
Illustrations, &c. : 

Lang’s (A.) Angling Sketshes. 
trations. 35. 6d. 

Lang’s (A.) A Monk of Fife. With 13 
Illustrations, 35. 6d. 


20 Illus- 


Acton.—MODERN CooKERY. By ELIzA | De Salis (Mrs.). 
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The Silver Library—continued. 


Lang’s (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. 3s. 6d. 
Lang’s (Andrew) Cock Lane and 
Common-Sense. With a New Pre- 

face. 3s. 6d. 

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck’s (W.J.)B.C. 
1887, A Ramhie in British Columbia. 
With Maps and 75 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Maoaulay’s (Lord) Essays and Lays of 
Anoient Rome. With Portrait and 
Illustration. 35. 6d. 

Macleod’s (H. D.) Elements of Bank- 
ing. 35. 6d. 

Marhot’s (Baron de) Memoirs. Trans- 
lated. 2 vols. 75. 

Marshman’s(J.C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 
Hayelook. 35. 6d. 

Merlvale’s (Dean) History of the Romans 
under the Empire. Svols. 35. 6d. ea. 

Merriman’s (H.8.) Fiotsam : a Story of 
the Indian Mutiny. 35. 6d. 

Miii’s (J. 8.) Political Economy. 35. 6d. 

Mill’a (J. 8.) System of Logic. 3s. 6d. 

Miiner’s (Geo.) Country Pleasures: the 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a garden. 
3s. 6d. 

Naneen’s (F.) The First Crossing of 
Greenland. With Illustrations aud 
a Map. 35. 6d. 

Phillipps-Woliey’s (C.) Snap: a Legend 

of the Lone Mountain. With 13 
Ulustrations. 35. 6d. 


Prootor’s (R. A.) The Moon. 35. 6d. 

Prootor’s (R. A.) The Orbs Around Usa. 
3s. 6d. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven. 
3s. 6d. 

Prootor’s (R. A.) Other Worids than 
Ours. 35. 6d 


Proctor’s (R. A.) Our Place among infi- 
nities: a Series of Essays-contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time 


with the Infinities around us. Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Proctor’as (R. A.) Other Suna than 
Ours, 3s. 6d. 


Proctor’s (R. A.) Rongh Ways made 
Smooth. 35. 67. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in 
Bclence. 35. 67. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Mytha and Marvels 
of Astronomy. 35. 6d. 

Prostor’a (R. A.) Light Scienco for 
Leisure Hours. First Series. 35. 6d. 

Proctor’s(R. A.) Nature Studies. 35. G7. 

Proctor’e (R. A.) Leisare Readings. By 
R. A. PROCTOR, EDWARD CLODD, 
ANDREW WILSON, THOMAS FOSTER, 
aud A. C. RANYARD. With Illustra- 
tions, 35. 6d. 

Roasetti’s (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante. 


3s. 6d. 

Smith’s (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginlans. With Maps, Plans, 
&e. 35. 6d. 

Staniey’s (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. With r6o Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Stevenson’s (R. L.) The Strange Case of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; with other 
Fables. 3s. 6d. 

Stevenson (R. L.) and Osbourne’s (Li.) 
The Wrong Box. 3s. 6d. 

Steveneon (Robt. Louis) and Stsvenson’s 
(Fanny van de Grift)More New Arabian 
Nights.— The Dynamiter. 35. 6d, 

Weyman’s (Stanley J.) The House of 
the Wolf: a Romance. 3s. 6d. 

Wood’s (Rey. J. G.) Petiand Revisited. 
With 33 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Wood's (Rey. J. G.) Strange Dweilings. 
With 60 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Wood’a (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. With 
rz Illustrations. 35. 6d. 


Cookery, Domestic Management, &c. 


ACTON. With 150 Woodcuts. 
Svo., 45. 6d. 


Bull (Tuomas, M.D.). 

HINTS TO MOTHERS ON THE MANAGE- 
MENT OF THEIR HEALTH DURING 
THE PERIOD OF PREGNANCY. Fep. 
8vo., Is. 6d. 

THE MATERNAL MANAGEMENT OF 
CHILDREN IN HEALTH AND DISEASE. 
Fcp. 8vo., Is. 6d. 


Fcp. 


CAKES AND CONFECTIONS À LA MODE. 
Fep. 8vo., 1s. 6d. 


Docs: a Mannal for Amateurs. 
8vo., Is. 6d. 


DRESSED GAME AND POULTRY A LA 
MODE. Fep. 8vo., 1s. 6d. 


Fcp. 


DRESSED VEGETABLES À LA MODE. 
Fep. Svo., 1s. 6d. 
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Cookery, Domestic Management, &c.— continued. 


De Salis (Mrs. )—continued. 


DRINKS À LA Mope. Fcp. 8vo., rs. 6d. 
ENTREES ALA MopkE. Fep. 8vo., rs. 6d. 
FLORAL DECORATIONS. Fep. 8vo. , 15.6. 


GARDENING A LA MopE. Fep. 8vo. 
Part I. Vegetables. 15, 6d. 
Part II. Fruits. rs. od, 


NATIONAL VIANDS 4 LA MopE. Fep. 
8vo., rs. 6d. 


NEW-LAID EGGS. 
OYSTERS À LA MopE. Fcp. 8vo., 1s. 6d. 


Fcp. 8vo., ts. 6d. 


PUDDINGS AND PASTRY A LA MODE. 
Fep. 8vo., 15. 6d. 


SAVOURIESALA MODE. Fep. 8vo.,15. 6d. 


SoUPS AND DRESSED FISH À LA MODE. 
Fcp. 8vo., 1s. 6d. 


SWEETS AND SUPPER DISHES A LA 
MovE. Fep. 8vo., rs. 6d. 


De Salis (Mrs.)—continued. 


TEMPTING DISHES FOR SMALL IN- 
COMES. Fcp. 8vo., rs. 6d. 


WRINKLES AND NOTIONS FOR EVERY 
HOUSEHOLD. Cr. 8vo., 1s. 6d. 


Lear.—MAIGRE COOKERY. By H. L. 
SIDNEY LEAR. 16mo., 25. 


Poole.—CooKERY FOR THE DIABETIC. 
By W. H. and Mrs. PooLE. With 
Preface by Dr. PAvY. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


Walker (JANE H.). 
A Book FOR EVERY WOMAN. 

Part I. The Management of Children 
in Health and out of Health. Cr. 
8vo., 25. 6d. 

Part II. Woman in Health and out 
of Health. Crown 8vo, zs. 6d. 


A HANDBOOK FOR MOTHERS: being 
Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy and Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care 
of Infants. Cr. 8vo., 25, 6d. 


Miscellaneous and Critical Works. 


Allingzham.—VARIETIES 
By WILLIAM ALLINGHAM. 3 vols. Cr. 
8vo, 18s. (Vols. 1 and 2, Rambles, by 
PATRICIUS WALKER. Vol. 3, Irish 
Sketches, etc.) 


Armstrong.—EssAys AND SKETCHES. 
By EDMUND J.ARMSTEKONG. F cp. 8vo., 55. 





Bagehot.—LiITERARY STUDIES. By 
WALTER BAGEHOT. With Portrait. 
3 vols, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. each. 


Baring-Gould.—Curious MytTuHs oF 
THE IDDLE AGES. By Rev. S. 
BARING-GOULD. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Baynes.—SHAKESFEARE STUDIES, AND 
OTHER Essays. By the late THOMAS 
SPENCER BayNES, LL.B., LL.D. 
With a Biographical Preface by Prof. 
LEWIS CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 


IN Prose. | Boyd (A. K. H.) (‘ A.K.H.B.’). 


And see MISCELLANEOUS THEOLO.- 
GICAL WORKS, >. 32, 


AUTUMN HOLIDAYS OF A COUNTRY 
PARSON. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

COMMONPLACE PHILOSOPHER. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6d. 

CRITICAL ESSAYS OF A COUNTRY 
PARSON. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 

East Coast DAYS AND MEMORIES. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

LANDSCAPES, CHURCHES AND MORA- 
LITIES, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 


LEISURE Hours IN Town. 
8vo., 35. 6d. 


LESSONSOF MIDDLE AGE. Cr.8vo., 35.62. 

Our LITTLE Lire. Two Series. Cr. 
8vo., 3s. 6d. each. 

OUk HOMELY COMEDY: AND TRAGEDY., 
Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

RECREATIONS OF A COUNTRY PARSON. 
Three Series. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. each. 


Crown 
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Butler (SAMUEL). 


EREWHON. Cr. 8vo., 55. 

THE FAIR HAVEN. A Work in Defence 
of the Miraculous Element in our 
Lord’s Ministry. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. 

LIFE AND HABIT. An Essay after a 
Completer View of Evolution. Cr. 
8vo., 75. 6d. 

EVOLUTION, OLD AND NEW. Cr. 8vo., 
tos. 6d. 

ALPS AND SANCTUARIES OF PIEDMONT 
AND CANTON Ticino. Illustrated, 
Pott 4to., ros. 6d. 

LucK, OR CUNNING, AS THE MAIN 
MEANS OF ORGANIC MODIFICATION ? 
Cr. 8vo., 75. 6d. 

Ex Voto. An Account of the Sacro 
Monte or New Jerusalem at Varallo- 
Sesia. Crown 8vo., 1os. 6d. 


CHARITIES REGISTER, THE AN- 
NUAL, AND DIGEST. Volume 
for 1898: being a Classified Register 
of Charities in or available in the Metro- 
polis. With an Introduction by C. S. 
Locn, Secretary to the Council of the 
Charity Organisation Society, London. 
BVO., 45. 


Clough.—A Strupy or MAry WOLL- 
STONECRAFT, AND THE RIGHTS OF 
WoMEN. By EMMA RAUSCHENBUSCH- 
CLOUGH, Ph.D. 8vo., 7s. 62. 


Dreyfus.—LEcCTURES ON FRENCH 
LITERATURE. Delivered in Melbourne 
by IRMA DREYFUS. With Portrait of 
the Author. Large crown 8vo., 12s. 6d. 


Bvans.—THE ANCIENT STONE IMPLE- 
MENTS, WEAPONS, AND ORNAMENTS 
OF GREAT BRITAIN. By Sir JOHN 
Evans, K.C.B., D.C.L., LL.D., 
F.R.S., ete. With 537 Illustrations. 
Medium 8vo., 28s. 


Gwilt.—ANn ENCYCLOPEDIA OF ARCHI- 
TECTURE. By JOSEPH GWILT, F.S.A, 
Illustrated with more than rroo Engrav- 
ings on Wood. Revised (1888), with 
Alterations and Considerable Additions 
by WYATT PAPWORTH. 8vo., £2 ras. 6d. 


Hamlin.—A Text-Book OF THE HIs- 
TORY OF ARCHITECTURE. By A. D.F., 
HAMLIN, A.M. With 229 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works—continued. 


Hime. — STRAY MILITARY PAPERS. 
By Lieut.-Colonel H. W. L. Hime (late 
Royal Artillery). 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Contents.—Infantry Fire Formations~ 

On Marking at Rifle Matches—The Progress 

of Field Artillery—The Reconnoitering Duties 

of Cavalry. 

Indian Ideals (No. 1). 

NARADA SUTRA: an Inquiry into 
Love (Bhakti-Jijnasa). Translated 
from the Sanskrit, with an Indepen- 
dent Commentary, by E. T. STURDY., 
Crown 8vo., 25. 6d. net. 


Jefferies (RICHARD). 

FIELD AND HEDGEROW. 
trait. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 

THE STORY OF My HEART: my Auto- 
biography. With Portrait and New 
Pretace by C, J. LONGMAN. Crown 
8v0., 35. 6d. 

RED DEER. With 17 Illustrations by J. 


With Por- 


CHARLTON and H. TUNALY. Crown 
8vo., 35. Ód. 
THE ‘TOILERS OF THE FIELD. With 


Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Woop Maaic: a Fable. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette by E. V., B. Cr. 
8vo., 35. 6d. 

Johnson.—THE PATENTEE’S MANUAL: 
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent. By J. & J. H. JOHN- 
SON, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo., ros. 6d, 

Joyce.—THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF 
IRISH NAMES OF PLACES. By P. W. 
Joyce, LL.D. Seventh Edition. 2 
vols. Crown 8vo., 5s. each, 


Lang (ANDREW). 

MODERN MYTHOLOGY. 8vo., gs. 

LETTERS TO DEAD AUTHORS. Fep. 
8vo., 25. 6d. net. 

Books AND BOOKMEN. With 2 
Coloured Plates and 17 Illustrations. 
Fep. 8vo., 25. 6d. net. 

OLD FRIENDS. Fep. 8vo., 25. 6d. net. 

LETTERS ON LITERATURE. Fep. 8vo., 
2s. 6d. net. 

Cock LANE AND COMMON-SENSE. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE Book oF DREAMS AND GHOSTS. 
Crown 8vo., 65. 

ESSAYS iN LITTLE. With Portrait of 
the Author, Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
Macfarren.— LECTURES ON HARMONY, 

By Sir G. A. MACFARREN. 8vo., 125. 


Haweis.—Music anp Moras. Bythe} Madden.—THe Diary or MASTER 


Rev. H. R. HAWEIs. With Portrait of 
the Author, and numerous Illustrations, 
Facsimilesand Diagrams. Cr. 8vo.,75. 6d. 


WILLIAM SILENCE: a Study of Shake- 
speare and Elizabethan Sport. By the 
Right Hon. D, H. MADDEN, 8vo,, 165, 
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works—continued. 


Max Muller (F.). 
INDIA: WHAT CAN IT TEACH US? Cr, 
8vo., 35. 6d. 
CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORKSHOP, 
Vol. I. Recent Essays and Addresses. 


Cr. 8vo., 55. 

Vol. II. Biographical Essays. Cr. 
8vo., 55. 

Vol. III. Essays on Language and 
Literature. Cr. 8vo.. 5s. 


Vol. IV. Essays on Mythology and 
Folk Lore. Crown 8vo., 5s. 
CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE SCIENCE OF 
MYTHOLOGY. 2 vols. 8vo., 325. 


PROGRESS IN WOMEN’S EDUCA. 
TION IN THE BRITISH EMPIRE, 
Being the Report of the Education Sec. 
tion, Victorian Era Exhibition, 1897, 
Edited by the COUNTESS OF WARWICK, 
With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 65 


Richmond. — Boynoop : a Plea for 
Continuity in Education. By ENNIS 
RICHMOND. Crown 8vo., 25. 6d, 


Rossetti.—A SHapow or DANTE: be- 
ing an Essay towards studying Himself, 
his World, and his Pilgrimage. By 
MARIA FRANCESCA ROSSETTI. Crown 
Bva., 35. 6d. 


Milner. — Country PLEASURES: the| Solovyoff—A MopERN PRIESTESS OF 


Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden. 
By GEORGE MILNER. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Morris (WILLIAM). 


SIGNS OF CHANGE. Post 8vo., 45. 6a: 


Isis (MADAME BLAVATSKY). Abridged 
and Translated on Behalf of the Society 
for Psychical Research from the Russian 
of VSEVOLOD SERGYEEVICH SOLOVYOFF. 
By WALTER LEAF, Litt. D. Cr, 8vo., 6s. 


HOPES AND FEARS FOR ART. Cr. 8vo., | Soulsby (Lucy H. M.). 


4s. 6d, 

AN ADDRESS DELIVERED AT THE DIS- 
TRIBUTION OF PRIZES TO STUDENTS 
OF THE BIRMINGHAM MUNICIPAL 
SCHOOL OF ART, 21ST FEBRUARY, 
1894. 8vo., 25. 6d, net. 


Orchard.— THe ASTRONOMY OF 
*MILTON’S PARADISE Lost’. By T. 
N. ORCHARD. 13 Illustrations. 8vo., 
6s, net. 


Poore(GEoRGE VIVIAN, M.D.,F.R.C.P.), 


ESSAYS ON RURAL HYGIENE. With 13 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 
THE DWELLING House. With 36 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 


Proctor. — STRENGTH: How to get 
Strong and keep Strong, with Chapters 
on Rowing and Swimming, Fat, Age, 
and the Waist. By R. A. PROCTOR. 
With g Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 


STRAY THOUGHTS ON READING. Small 
8vo., 25. 6d. net. 

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR GIRLS, 
Is. 6a. net. 

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR MOTHERS AND 
TEACHERS. Fep. 8vo., 25. 6d. net. 
STRAY THOUGHTS FOR INVALIDS, 

16mo., 2s, net. 


Stevens.—Own THE STOWAGE OF SHIPS 
AND THEIR CARGOES. With Informa- 
tion regarding Freights, Charter-Parties, 
&c. By ROBERT WHITE STEVENS, 
BVO., 215. 


Turner and Sutherland. — THE 
DEVELOPMENT OF AUSTRALIAN LITER- 
ATURE. By HENRY GYLES TURNER 
and ALEXANDER SUTHERLAND. With 
5 Portraits and an Illust. Cr. 8vo., 5s. 


White.—AN EXAMINATION OF THE 


16mo., 


CHARGE OF APOSTASY AGAINST 
WORDSWORTH. By WILLIAM HALE 
WHITE. Crown 8vo., 35. 6a, 





Miscellaneous Theological Works. 


* .* For Church of England and Roman Catholic Works see MESSRS. LONGMANS & Co.'s 
Special Catalogues. 


Balfour.—THE FouNDATIONS oF BE-| Bird (ROBERT)-~continued. 


LIEF: being Notes Introductory to the 
Study of Theology. By the Right Hon. 
ARTHUR J. BALFOUR, M.P. 8vo., 125. 6d. 


Bird (ROBERT). 
A CHILD’s RELIGION. Crown 8yo., 2s. 
JOSEPH THE DREAMER, Cr, 8yo., 55. 


JESUS, THE CARPENTER OF NAZARETH. 
Twelfth Edition. Crown 8vo, 55. 

To he had also in Two Parts, price 
25, 6d. each. 

Part. I—GALILEE AND THE LAKE OF 
GENNESARET. 

Part II.— JERUSALEM AND THE PERAA, 
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Miscellaneous Theological Works—continued. 


Boyd (A. K. H.) (( A.K.H.B.’). 


OCCASIONAL AND IMMEMORIAL DAYS: 
Discourses, Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 


COUNSEL AND COMFORT FROM A CITY 


PULPIT. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


SUNDAY AFTERNOONS IN THE PARISH 
CHURCH OF A SCOTTISH UNIVERSITY 
City. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


CHANGED ASPECTS OF UNCHANGED 


TRUTHS. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

GRAVER THOUGHTS OF A COUNTRY 
PARSON. Three Series. Crown 8vo., 
3s. 62. each, 

PRESENT DAY THOUGHTS. Crown 8vo., 
gs. 6d. 

SEASIDE MusINGS. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 


‘To MEET THE Day’ through the 
Christian Year ; being a Text of Scrip- 
ture, with an Original Meditation and 
a Short Selection in Verse for Every 
Day. Crown 8vo., 45. 6d. 


é 
Gibson.—THE ABBE DE LAMENNAIS 
AND THE LIBERAL CATHOLIC MOVE- 
MENT IN FRANCE. By the Hon. W. 


GIBSON. With Portrait. 8vo., res. 6d. 
Kalisch (M. M., Ph.D.). 
BIBLE STUDIES. Part I. Prophecies 


of Balaam. 8vo., ros. 6¢, Part II. 
The Book of Jonah. 8vo., ros. 6¢. 
COMMENTARYON THE OLD TESTAMENT: 
with a new Translation. Vol. I. 
Genesis. 8vo., 18s. Or adapted for the 
General Reader. res. Vol. II. Exodus. 
15s. Or adapted for the General 
Reader. r2s. Vol. III. Leviticus, Part 


I. r3gs. Or adapted for the General 
Reader. 8s. Vol. IV. Leviticus, Part 
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